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VOL*  III, 


ONE  OF  HIS  INVENTIONS. 


CHAPTER    I. 

IN   THE    GAEEET. 

Daddy  Maydew  never  called  it  the  garret : 

• 

his  imaginative  way  of  looking  at  every- 
thing and  his  remembrance  of  old  times 
in  Leeds  and  Bradford  impelled  him  to 
speak  of  his  apartment  as  *^  the  factory." 

*^  Or  rather,"  he  would  explain,  *^  I 
ought  to  call  it  the  manufactory ;  be- 
cause, you  see,  everything  in  it  is  done 
by  my  own  hand.  I  can't  pay  for  assist- 
ants, or  some  of  these  great  ideas  would 
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have  been  perfected  by  this  time,  and 
would  have  reahzed  millions,  sir  — 
millions  !  " 

There  was  a  pathetic  mingling  of  half- 
conscious  bombast,  real  faith  in  the  losses 
he  had  sustained  by  his  inability  to  obtain 
help,  and  regret  at  not  having  been  able 
to  complete  with  his  own  hand  some  of 
those  great  ideas  to  which  he  referred. 
They  were  scattered  about  the  room, 
hanging  upon  the  walls,  arranged  upon 
shelves  in  the  shape  of  unfinished  models 
of  every  description  of  machinery. 

The  apartment  was  of  considerable  size, 
for  it  took  in  nearly  the  whole  length 
and  breadth  of  the  house  beneath  ;  and, 
although  the  roof  sloped,  there  were  two 
good  square  windows  which  gave  him 
plenty  of  light.  In  front  of  one  of  them 
his  bench  or  work-table  was  placed.     In 


IN  THE   GAREET.  5 

anotlier  part  of  the  room  were  a  turning 
lathe,  and  a  bench — the  latter  constructed 
by  himself,  with  all  necessary  mechanical 
contrivances  for  assisting  the  workman  in 
his  labours  of  fihng,  cutting,  punching, 
and  planing;  and  in  the  rack  behind  it 
was  ranged  somewhat  carelessly  an  assort- 
ment of  tools. 

He  was  seated  at  the  table,  his  genial 
face  aglow  with  enthusiasm,  in  his  hand 
a  small  model  of  a  machine  which  was  tq 
work  wonders  for  cloth  manufacturers. 
He  was  describing  its  merits  to  a  girl 
who  stood  behind  him,  one  hand  resting 
afiectionately  on  his  shoulder,  the  other 
holding  a  letter,  the  contents  of  which 
she  was  scanning  eagerly  whilst  she  was 
supposed  to  be  listening  to  the  old 
man's  eloquence. 

^'  Now  you  understand  the  whole  thing. 
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Kosie-posie/'  he  exclaimed  proudly,  the 
wrinkles  on  his  face  transformed  by  the 
spirit  of  the  satisfied  inventor  into  ripples 
of  laughter;  ^^and  you  can  see  what  a 
grand  thing  it  is." 

^^Yes,  Daddy;  it  is  wonderful,"  she 
replied — whilst  mentally  crying,  *^What 
shall  we  do  if  papa  and  mamma  really 
mean  this  ?  " 

Daddy  was  as  much  delighted  with  her 
approval  as  if  the  patent  had  been 
granted,  and  demands  for  the  machine 
were  pouring  in  upon  him  from  all 
directions.  He  chuckled  and  admired  the 
product  of  his  genius. 

^^  Nothing  can  beat  it,  although  in  its 
way  that  outside  window-cleaner  is  of 
quite  as  much  importance  to  the  public. 
How  many  lives  that  would  save,  and 
what  incalculable  comfort  it  would  give 
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the  world,  whilst  the  present  insane  con- 
struction of  window  frames  is  continued ! 
There,  with  that  little  thing,  you  have 
only  to  stand  comfortably  inside  your 
room,  turn  a  little  handle,  and  in  five 
minutes  you  would  have  the  advantage 
of  all  the  daylight  that  is  to  be  had. 
But  that  was  a  small  thing,  and  nobody 
would  take  it  up,  because  it  was  thought 
to  be  too  much  of  a  toy.  A  toy,  indeed  ! 
as  if  the  invention  of  a  good  toy  wasn't  a 
blessing  !  " 

^'Yes,  Daddy,"  was  the  response; 
**  Poor  Linton,  it  is  very  hard  upon 
you  1 "  were  the  words  in  her  mind. 

^'  This  machine,  however,  is  a  big  thing, 
and  appeals  to  large  interests  all  over  the 
world.  It  must  be  taken  up — the  manu- 
facturers can't  help  themselves.  I  have 
only  to  satisfy  myself  about  the  best  size 
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this  one  wheel  should  be,  and  then,  Eosie- 
posie,  then  ! — there  is  a  fortune  for  you 
and  success  at  last  for  me  !  " 

"You  deserve  it.  Daddy,"  she  mur- 
mured warmly,  and  half-recalling  herself 
from  the  letter,  hut  returning  to  it  in- 
stantly with  glowing  cheeks.  "  He  is  to 
be  at  the  gate  to-night  in  spite  of  every- 
thing !  " 

"  Of  course  there  will  be  a  little  delay 
at  first — there  always  is  in  these  things, 
my  dear,"  Daddy  Maydew  proceeded ; 
"but  once  it  is  launched  it  will  go  like 
wildfire.  You  and  Linton  are  to  have 
the  big  share  of  it,  and — won't  you  be 
happy  !     Aha  1  that  is  worth  living  for." 

He  chuckled  again  joyfully ;  but  there 
was  a  kind  of  spasmodic  tightening  of  the 
hand  that  rested  on  his  shoulder  and  a 
faint  sound   as  of  a  subdued  sob  which 
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caused  him  to  look  up.  He  did  not  look 
round  at  her,  however,  but  at  a  little 
mirror  opposite.  There  he  saw  Eosie 
with  head  bowed  over  a  letter,  and 
apparently  crying. 

There  was  a  spasm  of  disappointment 
in  the  old  man's  heart  as  he  compre- 
hended the  position.  That  passed  like 
an  electric  flash.  Quietly  and  carefully 
he  placed  the  model  on  the  table,  and 
turned  to  her. 

'^  Eosie!" 

She,  too,  was  quick  to  understand  the 
tone  of  mingled  sympathy  and  regret. 
In  an  instant  she  was  down  before  him, 
head  bowed  on  his  knees,  sobbing  con- 
fusedly. 

*^  Oh,  grandpa,  forgive  me  !  " 

The  old  man  made  no  reply  other  than 
might  be  understood  by  the  gentle  patting 
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of  her  head.  He  was  disappointed.  Here 
had  he  been  revealing  to  her  all  the  glories 
of  his  new  work,  feeling  proud  and  sus- 
tained by  what  appeared  to  be  her  sym- 
pathy and  appreciation ;  and  lo !  her 
sympathy  and  appreciation  had  been  all 
his  own  gift !  She  had  been  busy  with 
her  own  affairs  all  the  time.  But  wasn't 
there  a  lesson  in  this?  The  fact  was 
that  inventors  had  to  produce  some- 
thing which  interested  many  individually. 
Well,  either  he  had  not  done  that  or  she 
was  not  one  of  the  many  who  would  be 
interested  in  his  discovery.  But  he  could 
not  explain  all  that  to  her  without  adding 
to  her  pain. 

*^  Don't  bother  about  it,  my  Eosie- 
posie,"  he  said  at  length,  as  he  kissed 
the  top  of  her  head.  *'  I  was  very  selfish, 
and    inflicted    upon   you   a   great   many 
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details  which  might  have  heen  left 
out.  But  you  know  when  I  am  started 
on  one  of  these  things  there  is  no  stop- 
ping me.  .  .  .  Poor  Eosie ! — I  know  it 
must  have  been  something  very  trouble- 
some that  took  your  attention  away  from 
me,  for  you  have  always  been  such  a 
good " 

**  Oh,  Daddy,  I  have  not  been  good !  " 
she  interrupted,  with  an  exaggerated  sense 
of  her  own  wickedness. 

"  You  have  been  very  good  indeed,  my 
child,"  he  went  on  cheerily,  **  and  you 
have  listened  to  me  and  helped  me  day 
after  day,  when  everybody  else  was 
laughing  at  me  and  calling  me  an  old 
fool.  .  .  .  Ah,  my  Eosie  !  you  do  not 
know  how  much  joy  you  have  brought 
into  my  life — and,  what  is  worse,  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  explain  it  to  you.     Now, 
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now,  come  up  and  sit  on  my  knee,  and 
tell  me  all  about  the  ugly  giants  who 
have  got  into  the  castle  of  my  beauty. 
Then  see  if  I  can't  invent  some  engine 
to  blow  them  all  out  again." 

He  spoke  quite  cheerfully  as  he  finished, 
and  drew  her  up  until  she  was  sitting  on 
his  knee,  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
head  resting  on  his  shoulder. 

'^  It  is  a  letter  from  Linton,  grandpa." 

''Well— well!  What  does  he  say? 
What  is  the  result  of  bearding  the  lion 
in  his  den?  Did  the  lion  eat  him  up, 
or  did  he  ask  him  to  dinner  ?  " 

Eosie's  first  impulse  was  to  hand  him 
the  letter  to  read;  but  although  it  con- 
tained nothing  which  he  did  not  know 
already — except  the  information  which 
she  would  have  to  give  him  in  any  case 
• — it  contained  certain  expressions  of  sacred 
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import  to  herself  and  to  her  lover,  which 
might  appear  foolish  to  a  third  person, 
and  so  she  was  obliged  to  explain. 

**  You  can  easily  guess  what  the  result 
has  been  when  Linton  writes  instead  of 
coming  to  me.  .  .  .  Oh,  grandpa — if  you 
only  had  money  !  " 

She  sobbed  as  she  gave  vent  to  that 
ejaculation,  and  hid  her  face  on  his 
shoulder. 

The  pang  which  shot  through  his  heart 
was  indicated  by  the  nervous  twitching 
of  lips  and  eyelids.  But  he  only  patted 
her  head  soothingly,  and  murmured — 

*^Yes,  Eosie,  it  is  a  pity.  That  is 
what  everybody  says — if  I  had  money ! 
But,  you  know,  that  is  a  cry  which  is 
never  satisfied,  my  child.  Even  the 
millionaire  utters  it.  Happiness  is  like 
water — it  always  find  its  own  level,  and 
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money  is  not  the  source  of  it.  You 
know  how  poor  I  am  and  have  been, 
and  yet  I  have  had  much  happiness.  I 
do  beHeve  more  happiness  has  been 
given  to  me  who  have  failed  in  every- 
thing than  to  your  father  who  has 
succeeded  in  everything." 

"  I  don't  understand  that.  I  only 
know  it  is  the  want  of  money  which 
makes  Linton  and  me  so  miserable  just 
now.  Oh,  grandpa,  if  only  one  of  your 
inventions  had  succeeded !  " 

She  clung  to  him  weeping,  and  the  old 
man  bowed  his  head  in  regretful  shame. 
It  was  a  harder  hit  than  the  girl  could 
have  imagined.  He  had  been  busy  all 
his  life  and  had  failed  in  everything. 
This  child's  grief  made  him  more  pain- 
fully conscious  of  the  fact  than  anything 
had  ever  done  before. 
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Ay,  if  only  one  of  the  many  great  ideas 
he  was  so  proud  of  had  brought  in  its  due 
harvest ! 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  eyes  closed 
that  he  might  not  see  her  tears,  and 
perhaps  that  the  mental  vision  might 
be  clearer  in  its  search  for  some  way  to 
help  her. 

'^  You  are  very  fond  of  Linton  ?  "  he 
said  meditatively. 

Her  answer  was  another  Httle  sob  and 
a  tightening  of  her  arm  round  his  neck. 

^*  And  you  are  quite,  quite  sure  that 
nothing  the  world  can  ever  do — nothing 
that  he  can  ever  do,  will  make  you  wish 
that  you  had  never  cared  for  him,  or 
allow  you  to  fancy  that  you  might  have 
been  happier  with  somebody  else — Mr, 
Jephson,  for  instance  ?  " 

''I  hate  Mr.   Jephson!"  was  her  pas- 
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sionate  cry.  "  I  don't  care  for  the  world. 
I  only  care  for  Linton — and  you." 

"And  a  little  for  your  mother  and 
father,  I  hope,"  he  said  with  gentle 
reproof,  opening  his  eyes  in  some 
astonishment  at  her  passion. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  did  not  mean  to  leave 
them  out,  but  ...  I  cannot  help  feeling 
vexed." 

*^  Because  you  cannot  have  all  your 
own  way.  .  .  .  There,  I  am  not  going  to 
scold  you.  We  are  often  vexed  with  the 
folk  we  like  most,  and  for  the  same  reason." 

**But  don't  you  think.  Daddy,  that  I 
ought  to  have  my  own  way  in  the  choice 
of— of— Linton  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure  about  that." 

*'You  know  he  is  good — and  clever — 
and  that  he  is  sure  to  be  successful  some 
time." 
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*'  I  will  admit  him  to  be  everything 
you  like.  But  let  us  try  to  look  at  the 
matter  like  two  wise  people.  We  ought 
to  be  wise,  Kosie,  for  you  have  youth, 
impulse,  and  hope  on  your  side,  and  I 
have  on  mine,  age,  experience  (a  very 
expensive  article  seldom  turned  to  the 
most  advantage),  and  a  desire  to  see  you 
happy.  Let  us  see  what  w^e  can  make 
of  the  position.  We'll  make  a  plan  of  it. 
Give  me  my  pencil  and  a  piece  of  paper." 

Having  supplied  these  materials,  she 
drew  a  hassock  close  to  his  feet,  and, 
kneeling  on  it,  watched  his  face  and  the 
odd  dots  and  strokes  he  made  on  the 
paper  as  he  proceeded. 

**  Here  is  a  young  lad}^  up  in  this 
corner  who  wants  to  marry  that  young 
man  up  in  the  other  corner ;  but  between 
them  are  these  two  bars,  her  father  and 

VOL.  HI.  C 
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mother.  They  are  not  unkind  parents ; 
but  they  have  had  experience  of  the 
world,  have  a  keen  appreciation  of  the 
comforts  which  money  can  buy,  and, 
being  satisfied  that  prosperity  should 
be  progressive,  are  desirous  that  their 
daughter  should  start  where  they  are 
ending,  that  is  to  say,  with  her  carriage. 
This  young  man  up  in  the  corner  does 
not " 

*^What  a  shaky-looking  pothook  you 
have  made  him,  grandpa !  "  she  inter- 
rupted. 

^*  That  is  to  show  the  possibilities  for 
the  development  of  character,  my  child,'* 
was  the  impressive  response,  and  he  con- 
tinued to  study  the  position.  ^'This 
young  man  does  not  possess  a  carriage 
and  is  not  likely  to  have  one  for  a  long 
time.      So    the    parents    say  positively, 
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'This  will  never  do  for  our  daughter.' 
Now,  the  question  is  how  to  reconcile 
these  opposing  elements  so  that  they 
shall  all  have  their  own  way  and  be 
happy." 

He  looked  at  the  figures  with  a  puzzled 
expression,  rubbing  his  nose  with  the 
pencil  meanwhile. 

^^  Well,  how  is  it  to  be  done  ?  "  inquired 
the  girl  eagerly. 

'^  I  don't  see  exactly  how  it  is  to  be 
done,"  he  answered  with  evident  distress. 

She  moved  away  from  him  disappointed 
and  went  to  the  window.  Down  below 
there  was  the  green  common  of  Peckham 
Eye,  with  its  patch  of  water  glistening  in 
the  sunhght.  It  was  Saturday,  and  the 
common  was  made  lively  by  swarms  of 
cricketers  and  of  youths  shying  sticks  at 
cocoa-nuts.      The  curving  range  of   the 
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Sydenham  hills,  dotted  with  comfortable 
villas,  formed  the  background,  and  the 
tower  of  the  Crystal  Palace  gleamed  like 
a  beacon  over  all.  But  her  eyes  were 
blurred  and  saw  nothing,  although  she 
and  Daddy  always  called  the  attention 
of  their  friends  to  this  pleasant  prospect. 

Gazing  at  his  hieroglyphics  with  an 
expression  of  childish  puzzlement,  he  did 
not  observe  the  change  in  the  girl's 
manner,  and  went  on  innocently  adding 
to  her  distress. 

'^  You  see,  they  are  not  unkind  parents. 
Your  mother  has  done  a  daughter's  duty 
to  me,  and  your  father — well,  he  has  not 
objected.  Now,  we  know  what  they  have 
been  and  are,  but  we  don't  know  what 
Linton  may  turn  out  to  be." 

'^  I  know  what  he  is  and  always  will 
be   to   me ;    and   I   know   what   he   will 
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always  try  to  do — to  make  me  as  liappy 
as  he  can." 

There  was  a  little  passion  in  her  voice, 
and  the  old  man  looked  up  in  dismay. 

^^Ah,  my  child,  that  is  the  idea  so 
many  people  started  with,  only  to  find 
themselves  cruelly  disappointed  by-and- 
by.  It  is  so  impossible  to  tell  what 
change  may  come  over  man  or  woman 
as  years  and  circumstances  try  them." 

^^  Nothing  will  alter  him,"  she  said 
proudly. 

'^  We  don't  know — something  might 
alter  you.'" 

''  Why  do  you  say  that  ?  " 

"Because  people  do  change,"  was  the 
only  reply  he  could  give,  and  it  was 
accompanied  by  a  sad  smile. 

She  had  seen  that  smile  on  two  or 
three    occasions    before,    and    she    had 
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learned  that  the  sadness  was  associated 
with  some  remembrance  of  old  times. 
But  he  had  never  told  her  why  the 
memory  was  sad — never  hinted  that  once 
it  had  been  very  bitter,  although  now  the 
alchemist,  Time,  had  transmuted  all  the 
bitterness  into  simple  regret  that  man  or 
woman  should  be  subjected  to  such  dis- 
appointment as  he  had  experienced. 

There  was  not  much  in  the  story  as  he 
looked  back  upon  it  now,  and  he  even 
wondered  at  the  storm  of  passion  which 
his  disappointment  had  roused  in  him. 
He  had  married  the  wrong  woman — that 
was  all.  She  had  squandered  the  fortune 
he  had  inherited  from  his  father,  whilst 
she  ridiculed  the  experiments  in  which  he 
was  continually  engaged.  Then  had  come 
the  cruel  awakening.  He  could  have 
borne  the  knowledge  that  his  means  w^ere 
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wasted ;  but  he  could  not  bear  the  shock 
of  the  discovery  that  he  was  not  and 
never  had  been  loved. 

'^  Come  here,  Rosie,"  he  said  tenderly, 
thinking  how  much  he  would  do  to  save 
her  from  such  a  disappointment  as  that. 
Then,  when  she  was  kneeling  on  the 
hassock  at  his  feet  again,  he  continued, 
as  he  passed  his  hand  over  her  head, 
'^  You  are  quite  sure  that  there  is  no 
mistake  between  you  and  Linton  ?  " 

*^  I  love  him,  grandpa,"  was  her  frank 
and  conclusive  answer. 

Then  there  was  a  little  pause,  and 
Daddy  Maydew's  eyes  were  gazing  into 
space.     By-and-by  he  said  dreamily — 

"  Yery  well,  my  child,  very  well ;  I  will 
find  a  way  to  put  this  matter  right." 

But  how  was  it  to  be  done  ?     He  could 
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not  see  kis  way ;  and  yet  he  was  deter- 
mined that  the  way  should  he  found. 
Linton  Foster  was  clever — there  was  no 
doubt  about  that ;  he  had  already  won 
some  distinction  in  his  profession — an 
eminent  authority  had  spoken  of  him  as 
one  of  the  most  promising  of  the  new 
generation  of  civil  engineers.  But  this 
had  not  brought  him  fortune  yet.  How- 
ever,  the  fortune  would  come  in  time. 

Meanwhile  what  Daddy  had  to  consider 
was  that  Kosie's  whole  heart  was  given 
to  him,  and  Foster  was  worthy  of  the  gift 
— he  would  prize  and  cherish  it  alwsys. 
With  him  she  would  have  the  chance 
which  comes  to  so  few  women,  and  of 
which  so  few  women,  are  worthy — the 
chance  of  being  appreciated  as  a  wife 
even  more  than  as  a  sweetheart.  With 
Harrv  Jephson  she  would  become  only  a 
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person  whose  chief  duty  it  was  to  look 
after  his  house,  and  to  dress  in  such 
manner  as  would  best  advertise  the  wares 
of  Nettleton  and  Jephson's  **  Universal 
Emporium." 

Come  what  might,  Rosie  should  not  be 
dopmed  to  such  a  life  as  that. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE    FAMILY   BURDEN. 

Mr.  Nettleton  was  astounded,  Mrs. 
Nettleton  was  indignant,  when  Daddy 
Maydew  once  more  appealed  to  them  on 
behalf  of  the  young  people. 

^'I  have  forbidden  Mr.  Foster  to  cross 
my  doorstep  again,"  said  the  gentleman 
sharply;  ''and  when  I  say  the  word  I 
mean  it.  Now,  let  us  have  done  with 
this  rubbish  once  and  for  all.  I  give  my 
daughter  credit  for  having  sense  enough 
to  appreciate  the  difference  between 
buttered  toast  and  dry  crusts.     I  request 
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that  you  will  not  meddle  with  my  do- 
mestic affairs,  Mr.  Maydew,  or  mention 
this  particular  subject  again  under  any 
pretence." 

Mr.  Nettleton  was  a  little  man,  dark 
and  thin.  He  had  a  hungry  look  which 
nothing  could  satisfy,  and  a  wiry  frame 
which  nothing  could  tire.  He  had  begun 
life  as  a  message  boy,  and  was  proud  of 
it ;  he  was  now  the  head  of  the  great  firm 
of  Nettleton  and  Jephson,  the  proprietors 
of  ^'  The  Universal  Emporium" — a  stupen- 
dous establishment,  which  had  grown  out 
of  a  nutshell  of  drapery  to  be  really  what 
its  tij^le  implied.  To  a  man  who  had 
created  a  business  of  this  magnitude,  and 
who  had  about  two  hundred  ^*  persons  " 
of  both  sexes  under  his  control,  it  was 
monstrous  to  be  told  by  an  old  dotard, 
who  had  never   done  anything  useful  in 
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the  world,  that  he  was  not  the  best  judge 
of  what  would  be  most  conducive  to  his 
daughter's  future  happiness. 

He  had  suffered  his  wife's  father  to  live 
in  the  house  and  to  potter  away  with 
his  toys — he  would  have  been  coutent  to 
allow  him  to  go  on  in  the  same  manner 
for  ever ;  but  he  could  not  allow  him  to 
disturb  the  peace  of  the  household  by 
raising  his  voice  in  its  affairs.  This  was 
too  much  for  Mr.  Nettleton,  and  was,  in 
short,  an  outrage  upon  his  patience,  as 
well  as  a  proof  of  the  old  man's  rank 
ingratitude. 

Mrs.  Nettleton  was  entirely  in  synipathy 
with  her  husband,  and  was  even  more 
annoyed  than  he  was  with  her  father, 
who  had  never  before  in  her  recollection 
breathed  a  word  in  opposition  to  the  will 
of  anybody.     It  was  beyond  her  compre- 
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hension  how  lie  could  even  think  of 
appealing  against  a  decision  arrived  at  by 
her  husband  and  herself. 

She  was  a  somewhat  stout  lady,  who 
ought  to  have  been  ruddy  and  good- 
natured  ;  but  she  never  had  any  colour  in 
her  cheeks,  unless  an  occasional  tinge  of 
yellow  might  be  referred  to  in  speaking 
of  a  lady's  complexion.  It  was  chiefly 
noticeable  when  she  was  very  much  out 
of  humour,  and  at  this  moment  the  tinge 
was  unpleasantly  conspicuous. 

^^It  is  perfectly  ridiculous,"  she  said 
impatiently;  ^'  and,  all  things  considered, 
father,  I  think  Paul  ought  to  be  the  last 
man  you  should  choose  to  worry  with 
your  absurd  fancies.  We  can't  believe — 
and  I  don't  see  how  you  can  suppose  — 
that  you  can  have  our  daughter's  welfare 
more  at  heart  than  we  have." 
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^'  Certainly  not,  my  dear,  certainly 
not,"  replied  the  old  man  meekly,  and 
with  a  deprecatory  movement  of  his 
hands. 

<^  Very  well,  then,  it  ought  to  be  enough 
for  you  that  we  have  considered  the 
matter  and  decided  what  we  ought  to  do. 
Nothing  you  can  say  will  make  us  change 
our  minds  except  in  regard  to  yourself. 
Can't  you  see  how  disagreeable  you  force 
me  to  be— what  is  the  use  of  doing 
that?" 

^^  I  want  to  save  you  and  your  husband 
from  making  a  great  mistake  as  well 
as  from  doing  a  cruel  thing,"  was  the 
quiet  answer. 

Daddy  Maydew  had  been  all  these 
years  treated  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton 
as  a  harmless  simpleton,  incapable  of 
forming     an     opinion     about    anything. 
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When  they  said  '^  This  is  to  be  so,"  or 
"  That  is  to  be  so,"  he  had  been  silent. 
Bitterly  conscious  that  he  was  tolerated 
as  a  harmless  idiot,  he  had  never  before 
attempted  to  argue  with  them  about  any- 
thing. He  had  smiled  to  himself  at  his 
own  position  sometimes,  and  looked  for- 
ward with  hopefulness  to  the  day  when 
some  of  his  inventions  should  prove  to 
them  that  he  was  not  the  fool  they  took 
him  for. 

He  did  not  blame  his  daughter  very 
much  :  he  remembered  how  early  she  had 
been  taught,  by  example  if  not  by  direct 
instruction,  to  laugh  at  his  theories  and 
profitless  visions,  and  he  was  sorry.  But 
he  did  not  complain :  he  submitted  to 
their  wishes,  and  was  content  in  being 
allowed  to  produce  his  unfinished  models 
of  new  machinery  without  interference. 
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He  was  grateful  to  Jane  and  to  her 
husband,  and  shut  his  eyes  to  their 
disrespect.  He  did  save  them  from  one 
stupid  act ;  but  he  had  contrived  to  do  it 
in  such  a  way  that  they  still  took  credit 
to  themselves  for  having  discovered  the 
mistake  in  time  without  anybody's  aid. 
Mrs.  Nettleton  had  resolved  to  have  her 
child  named  after  the  Queen — *^  Victoria 
Eegina."  Daddy  managed  to  show 
them  that  ^^  Eegina  "  was  not  exactly  a 
name  by  slyly  reading  to  them  a  full 
explanation  of  what  the  initials  Y.R. 
really  meant.  Thereupon  the  mother — 
moved  by  the  regret  and  even  vexation 
she  had  long  experienced  on  account  of 
being  endowed  with  the  commonplace 
name  of  Jane — resolving  that  her  daugh- 
ter should  still  have  a  cognomen  of  which 
she  might  be  proud  hereafter,  said,  *'  We 
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shall  call  her  Victoria  Eosalind;  and 
then,  you  see,  she  can  sign  herself  Y.E. 
all  the  same  as  if  we  could  have  used 
Kegina  !  "  Of  that  brilliant  idea  she  was 
proud ;  but  the  Victoria  had  dropped  out 
of  use,  and  simple  Kosie  took  the  place  of 
Eosahnd. 

With  this  exception  Daddy  had  never 
dared  to  pretend  to  know  better  than  his 
daughter  and  son-in-law  in  any  circum- 
stance of  their  lives.  Yet,  here  he  was 
now,  not  only  assuming  to  know  better, 
but  insisting  upon  it  with  a  quiet  firm- 
ness which  was  irritating  to  people  who 
had  been  accustomed  to  humble  sub- 
mission from  him. 

*'  Save  me  from  making  a  mistake — ■ 
you!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Nettleton,  letting 
his  paper  fall  slowly  down  in  front  of  him 
in  his  utter  amazement  at  this  audacity. 

VOL.  III.  D 
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*'  Save  me  from  doing  a  cruel  thing !  " 
chimed  in  the  wife,  aghast  at  her  father's 
sudden  temerity. 

Daddy  was  evidently  impressed  by  the 
indignation  he  had  evoked,  but  he  held 
firmly  to  his  purpose. 

'^  I  really  don't  want  to  vex  you,  Paul 
— upon  my  word,  Jane,  I  should  be  glad 
not  to  have  this  to  do,  but  it  is  my  duty." 

Mrs.  Nettleton  was  unable  to  speak  ; 
her  husband,  however,  was  a  man  of  busi- 
ness whose  time  was  valuable,  and  he  was 
not  disposed  to  waste  it  in  useless  discus- 
sion with  a  foolish  old  man. 

'^  You  have  done  your  duty,  Mr.  May- 
dew,"  he  said  severely,  '^  and  a  little  more 
than  your  duty,  in  my  humble  opinion. 
But  having  done  it,  let  us  have  an  end 
of  it." 

'^Yes,  yes,  Paul,  when  I  have  done  it 
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— but  it  is  not  done  yet.  I  know  that 
I  am  a  burden  on  the  family,  and  some 
people  would  think  that  I  had  no  business 
to  open  my  mouth.  But  I  don't  think 
they  would  be  right.  Your  partner 
Jephson  is  a  good  fellow,  no  doubt ;  and 
he  has  brought  a  heap  of  money  into 
your  business — but  that  can't  make  him 
the  man  who  is  to  make  Eosie  happy. 
Can't  you  see  that  ?  " 

^^No,  I  cannot," 

^^Then  I  am  sorry  for  you,"  observed 
Daddy,  with  a  gravity  which  imparted 
unusual  dignity  to  his  manner.  '^  You 
have  nothing  to  say  against  Linton  ex- 
cept that  he  has  no  money.  But,  sir,  he 
has  brains,  and  he  is  heir  to  a  great 
fortune." 

**What  nonsense  you  are  talking, 
father,"   said   Mrs.  Nefctleton.     ''I  wish 
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you  wouldn't  make  such  an  exhibition  of 
yourself.  Where  is  his  fortune  to  come 
from,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  " 

^^From  me,"  replied  her  father  calmly, 
and  drawing  himself  up  proudly. 

''What  rubbish  !  "  muttered  Mr.  Nettle- 
ton,  as  he  raised  his  paper  again  and 
applied  himself  to  its  contents,  abandon- 
ing all  hope  of  reasoning  with  the  man. 

''  I  shall  leave  all  my  work  to  Eosie,  on 
condition  that  she  marries  Linton.  If 
she  does  not  become  his  wife,  then 
everything  will  go  to  him  without  her." 

"All  right.  Give  him  everything  you 
possess,  and  welcome." 

Mr.  Nettleton  sat  down  smiling  at  his 
father-in-law's  odd  humour,  regarding  it 
as  the  result  of  an  excess  of  delusion 
about  the  value  of  his  inventions. 

"You   will   not   be  warned   in   time," 
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said  Daddy  in  a  melancholy  tone  ;  adding 
with  a  sigh,  *'  Ah,  well,  I  am  sorry  that  it 
should  pass  out  of  the  family,  but  I  have 
done  my  best  to  prevent  it." 

And  then  he  went  away  muttering 
something  to  himself. 

*' Jane,"  said  Mr.  Nettleton,  addressing 
his  wife  with  sudden  gravity,  ^'  I  hope 
there  is  nothing  seriously  wrong  with 
your  father.  You  know  people  who  are 
queer  in  the  head  like  him  may  be  harm- 
less enough  for  years  and  all  of  a  sudden 
burst  out  into  raving  madness,  murdering 
everybody  they  can  lay  hands  on." 

*^  Gracious  goodness,  Paul,  what  do  you 
mean  by  saying  such  dreadful  things?" 
almost  screamed  the  affrighted  Mrs. 
Nettleton. 

**  I  don't  want  to  scare  you  unneces- 
sarily, my  dear,  but  we  mustn't  shut  our 
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eyes  to  facts.  I  have  just  been  reading 
a  case  in  the  paper  here  about  a  man  who 
has  killed  his  whole  family,  and  then  tried 
to  cut  his  own  throat." 

^^  Dreadful  1" 

**  It's  horrible  ;  and  nobody  had  any 
warning  of  it  except  that  he  had  been 
gloomy  and  out  of  sorts  owing  to  some 
losses  in  business.  Now,  you  know,  your 
father  may  feel  his  disappointments  about 
those  confounded  things  upstairs  more 
than  we  guess ;  and  he  has  such  a  crazy 
fancy  for  that  fellow  Foster  that  our 
rejection  of  him  might  turn  his  brain 
altogether.  I  did  not  like  his  looks  just 
now  as  he  was  going  out  of  the  room." 

**  I  don't  think  we  need  be  afraid  of 
any  violence  from  father,"  was  Mrs.  Net- 
tleton's  comment ;  but  it  was  evident  that 
her  husband's  suggestion  had  alarmed  her, 
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and  that  she  spoke  under  the  influence 
of  hope  rather  than  that  of  conviction. 
However,  she  had  considerable  confidence 
in  herself  and  her  power  over  the  mild 
old  gentleman  upstairs ;  so  she  added, 
''  But  I  shall  look  after  him." 

**You  had  better  keep  a  pretty  close 
watch  on  him,  and  I  will  get  Dr.  Harvey 
to  see  him  in  the  course  of  the  day.  At 
the  same  time  you  had  better  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  on  Eosie's  correspondence.  It's 
no  use  telling  Foster  not  to  come  to  the 
house  if  they  can  carry  on  their  senti- 
mental nonsense  through  the  post.  That 
would  not  be  fair  to  Jephson." 

"  ril  make  her  promise  to-day  that  she 
is  to  have  no  communication  with  him 
whatever." 

"  It's  your  duty  to  see  that  she  doesn't, 
whether  she  promises  or  not.     There's  to 
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be  no  underhand  letter-writing  or  mes- 
sage-carrying in  my  house.  I  forbid  it, 
and  I  expect  you  to  see  that  my  orders 
are  obeyed." 

**You  needn't  get  into  a  temper  over 
it,  Paul.  I  won't  allow  her  to  write, 
and  who  is  there  to  carry  messages  for 
her?" 

**  Who  ? — you  can  guess  well  enough, 
and  you  must  take  care  it  doesn't  happen, 
that's  all.  There's  one  thing  more  I  must 
say,  Jane.  I  haven't  complained  much 
about  keeping  your  father,  although  you 
have  so  many  other  relations ' ' 

^'  They  have  all  as  much  as  they  can 
do  to  keep  themselves,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Nettleton,  her  complexion  becoming  again 
very  yellow. 

*^  That  may  be,  but  they  ought  to  have 
done  something,  and  all  I've  got  to  say 
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is  that  they'll  have  to  do  it  if  he  doesn't 
obey  the  regulations  I  make  in  my  own 
house." 

This  ungracious  speech  was  instantly 
resented,  although  Mrs.  Nettleton  had 
said  something  to  much  the  same  effect 
herself. 

^^  There  is  one  thing  I  have  to  say, 
Paul — you  are  not  to  forget  that  it  was 
my  father's  money  which  gave  you  the 
chance  of  starting  in  business,  and  he 
has  never  interfered  with  you  before." 

'*I  have  paid  him  fifty  times  over  all 
I  got  from  him,"  he  replied  calmly,  but 
with  an  expression  which  the  employes 
of  the  ''  Universal  Emporium  "  knew  well 
and  did  not  like;  ^'but  I  am  not  com- 
plaining even  now,  and  it  would  certainly 
be  very  stupid  of  us  to  have  any  words 
on  the  subject." 
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«<  Why  do  you  begin  it,  then  ?  " 
*^  I  really  didn't  mean  to  begin  it,  and 
so  let  us  drop  it.  What  I  want  you  want, 
and  you  know  that  you  are  as  angry  as  I 
am  at  his  meddling.  The  girl  would  never 
have  been  such  a  fool  as  to  say  *  No ' 
to  our  wishes  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the 
nonsense  he  has  put  into  her  head.  Our 
business  is  to  get  it  out  again  as  quickly 
as  we  can." 

^*  That  is  exactly  what  I  think." 
So  the  scene  ended,  and  Mr.  Nettleton 
proceeded  to  the  '*  Universal  Emporium  " 
with  an  unruffled  countenance,  satisfied 
that  he  would  hear  no  more  of  Daddy 
Maydew's  sentimental  nonsense.  But 
Mrs.  Nettleton  was  not  so  happy  in  her 
mind,  as  her  servants  speedily  discovered. 
She  could  not  overcome  in  a  moment  the 
chagrin  of  being  again  reminded  that  her 
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father  was  a  burden  on  the  family.  And 
then,  if  he  should  become  violently 
insane,  what  was  to  be  the  consequence  ? 
— what  dreadful  things  might  happen? 
The  chagrin  and  the  fright  combined  to 
give  her  the  appearance  of  one  threatened 
with  an  attack  of  jaundice. 
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CHAPTEE    III. 

A   POOR  RELATION. 

He  had  promised  to  make  it  all  right  for 
Kosie  and  her  lover,  and  it  seemed  that 
he  had  only  made  things,  if  possible, 
worse  than  before.  He  knew  perfectly 
well  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton  would 
resent  his  interference  with  an  acrimony 
which  would  probably  induce  them  to  be 
more  relentless  than  they  might  have 
been  if  he  had  held  his  tongue. 

So  thought  poor  Daddy  Maydew,  as 
he  marched  up  and  down  his  garret,  with 
hands  clasped  nervously  behind  him  under 
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his  coat.  That  villain  who  had  indicated 
his  character  and  work  by  a  wicked  pun 
was  right  after  all — Daddy  May  do  was 
his  proper  designation. 

Was  he  to  be  obliged  to  own  to  him- 
self, then,  after  all  those  years,  that  he 
was  an  arrant  fool?  He  looked  round 
upon  the  many  works  of  his  brain  and 
hands.  Was  it  possible  that  he  who  had 
moulded  all  these  useful  ideas  into  prac- 
tical form  should  be  unable  to  convince 
two  people  (whose  good-nature  was  for 
the  moment  confused  by  their  ambition) 
that  real  love  was  not  dependent  on 
money,  and  that  happiness  could  not 
be  purchased  by  all  the  gold  in  the 
world  ? 

He  believed  that  he  was  right ;  but 
then  he  believed  that  his  machines  were 
right,    whilst    other    people    would    not 
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believe  it.  What  v/onder,  then,  that  his 
daughter  and  son-in-law  should  prefer  to 
be  guided  by  the  principles  of  ordinary- 
life,  and  refuse  to  trust  their  daughter's 
comfort  to  the  bubbles  of  hope  and  ex- 
pectation ?  They  were  acting  wisely  and 
kindly  according  to  their  lights,  and 
although  they  were  quite  able  to  give 
their  daughter  such  a  dowry  as  would 
secure  her  from  any  danger  of  poverty, 
they  were  reasonable  enough  in  desiring 
that  she  should  have  additional  security 
in  the  assured  position  of  her  future 
husband. 

Looking  round  at  all  the  evidences  of 
his  failures,  it  did  seem  not  only  absurd 
but  criminal  to  attempt  to  force  his 
opinions  on  those  who  had  succeeded. 
But — and  it  was  a  big  hut  this  time — 
the   matter  at   stake  was  one   of  happi- 
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ness,    not    money,    and    he    had    found 
infinite  happiness  even  in  his  failures  ! 

And  that  was  how  it  would  be  with 
Eosie  and  Linton  Foster — they  would  be 
happy  even  if  they  did  not  become 
millionaires. 

There  was  no  use  arguing  about  it ;  he 
intended  that  the  young  people  should 
have  their  way,  and  the  only  question 
was  how  to  bring  it  about.  What  a 
helpless,  useless  creature  he  must  be  if  . 
he  could  do  nothing  for  them !  He 
might  appeal  to  Jephson  to  give  up 
thinking  of  Eosie ;  but  Jephson  was  a 
young  man  of  thirty-five,  who  had  a 
strong  conviction  that  no  man  should 
marry  before  that  age,  and  not  even 
then  unless  his  position  was  secured. 
Any  assistant  of  ^^  The  Universal  Em- 
porium "    who    sought*    an    increase    of 
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salary  on  account  of  the  multiplication 
of  domestic  responsibilities  was  certain 
of  a  month's  notice  on  the  spot.  So  it 
was  no  use  appealing  to  Mr.  Jephson. 

Whilst  these  cogitations  were  distract- 
ing him,  the  door  opened  softly,  and  a 
tall,  thin,  sharp-featured  lady  entered. 
Her  veil,  hastily  tossed  back  from  her 
face,  had  assumed  an  erect  and  defiant 
shape  on  the  top  of  her  bonnet ;  there 
was  anxiety  in  the  grey  eyes,  but  there 
was  greed  in  them  too,  which  instantly 
checked  the  sympathy  a  first  glance  at 
her  excited.  She  was  little  over  forty, 
but  looked  much  older. ' 

The  old  man  halted,  looked  at  her  in 
a  dreamy,  bewildered  way,  and  then 
exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  distress — 

**  Barry  is  out  of  work  again,  and  you 
have  come  for  money  ?  " 
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'*It  is  true,  uncle,"  replied  Mrs.  Barry, 
trying  to  modulate  a  shrill  voice  into  soft 
tones.  *' Barry  was  obliged  to  resign  his 
appointment,  because  the  principal  of  his 
department  was  a  vulgar  fellow,  who  did 
not  know  how  to  treat  him  as  a  gentle- 
man should  be  treated.  Wh^t  could 
poor  Horace  do  but  instantly  send  in 
his  resignation  to  the  Directors  of  the 
Company  ?  " 

^'  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  "  groaned  Daddy, 
with  increasing  bewilderment  and  dis- 
tress; ''it  seems  to  me  that  the  first  duty 
of  a  gentleman  is  to  support  his  wife  and 
family.  What  has  he  to  do  with  people's 
manners  ?  If  he  does  his  work  he  earns 
his  money,  aud  he  can  afford  to  pity  the 
man  who  does  not  treat  him  like  a  gentle- 
man. He  would  be  more  like  one,  and 
maybe  make  others  feel  that  he  was  one, 

VOL.  III.  E 
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by  doing  what  was  offered  him  than  by 
Bending  his  wife  about  begging  for  him." 

There  was  neither  irritation  nor  re- 
proach in  Daddy's  voice — only  sheer 
despair  on  account  of  his  niece.  She, 
however,  apparently  stifling  sobs,  took 
out  her  handkerchief  and  wiped  her  eyes, 
while  she  said  as  plaintively  as  her  voice 
would  allow — 

*'  You  are  very  hard  upon  us — very 
'  hard.  We  do  not  want  to  trouble  you, 
or  anybody,  I  am  sure;  but  we  have 
been  very  unfortunate,  and  you  are  our 
only  friend.  I  know  that  we  have  had 
to  appeal  to  you  too  often,  but  Horace 
will  repay  everything  as  soon  as  he  gets 
a  suitable  appointment." 

*^Why,  he  has  had  situation  after 
situation,  and  he  has  never  kept  one 
more  than  six  months  !  " 
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**  You  know  that  he  was  educated  and 
brought  up  as  a  gentleman,  and  you 
must  make  allowances.  He  cannot 
submit  to  the  indignities  which  common 
people  pass  unnoticed,  because  they  are 
too  ignorant  to  perceive  them." 

*^  I  don't  understand  it— I  can't  under- 
stand it :  people  who  do  their  work  need 
not  bother  themselves  about  indignities. 
But  how  much  is  it  you  want  this  time  ? ' ' 

**  Only  five  pounds,"  replied  Mrs.  Barry 
greedily ;  ^^  only  five  pounds  to  make  up 
the  rent.  We  must  pay  it  to-morrow,  or 
they  will  turn  us  out  of  the  house,  and 
that  would  be  death  to  me  and  the 
children." 

"  Five  pounds  ! — only  five  pounds  !  " 
cried  Daddy  hopelessly,  as  he  Hfted  his 
hands.     ^' I  haven't  got  it." 

**  Then  we  are  ruined — absolutely  ruined. 
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Oh,  my  poor  children,  is  there  nobody  to 
help  us!" 

She  bowed  her  head,  and  all  the  sobs 
she  had  thus  far  suppressed  were  con- 
centrated in  one  long  wailing  sigh. 

^'  Have  you  spoken  to  Jane  ?  "  inquired 
the  distracted  inventor  nervously. 

"It  is  quite  useless,"  was  the  bitter 
reply;  '^my  cousin  is  like  her  husband, 
and  can  find  no  excuse  for  misfortune 
when  it  comes  asking  for  help  in  money. 
If  we  had  only  been  Hottentots,  or  wild 
beasts,  of  some  kind — and  I  wish  we  had 
been,  with  all  my  heart — they  would  have 
given  us  plenty,  and  thought  themselves 
benefactors  of  the  world,  when  they  saw 
their  names  in  the  newspaper  amongst 
the  generous  donors.  But,  as  we  are 
only  poor  relations,  they  will  do  nothing 
for  us." 
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**I  really — really  think  you  ought  to 
speak  to  her  again,  Agnes;  she  is  not 
unkindhearted." 

''I  cannot.  But  never  mind,  dear 
uncle ;  I  know  you  would  gladly  help  us 
if  you  could.  As  it  is  not  in  your  power 
to  do  so,  we  must  submit  to  our  hard  fate, 

and  go  to  the  work Oh,  I  cannot 

name  the  dreadful  place  !  " 

*^  No,  no ;  it  is  not  so  bad  as  that.  I 
can  manage  to  give  you  a  sovereign,  I 
dare  say,  and  with  it  you  will  be  able  to 
hold  out  until  Barry  finds  some  friend  to 
put  him  on  his  feet  again.  I  did  badly 
want  the  money  to  buy  materials  to  com- 
plete this  new  machine ;  but  you  shall 
have  it — you  shall  have  it," 

He  went  hastily  to  a  cupboard  in  the 
corner ;  but  he  had  mislaid  the  key,  and, 
after  fumbling  about  in  all  his  pockets, 
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went  to  tlie  bench  in  search  of  it.  The 
key  was  not  of  much  consequence,  for  he 
had  little  to  lock  up  that  was  of  value  to 
any  one,  except  himself.  Even  if  there 
had  been  a  treasure  to  hide,  the  secret 
drawer  which  he  had  constructed  within 
the  cupboard  would  have  baffled  any  one 
who  attempted  to  open  it  without  the 
knowledge  requisite,  or  a  pickaxe.  Only 
Daddy  himself  and  Eosie  knew  the  secret 
of  that  drawer,  and  it  was  great  fun  to 
them  having  this  little  bit  of  mystery 
between  them. 

'^  That's  where  I  keep  all  that  is  most 
precious  to  me,  next  to  Rosie,"  he  used 
to  say,  as  he  amused  himself  by  allowing 
some  curious  person  to  try  his  or  her  best 
to  discover  the  trick  of  the  lock. 
♦  The  words  had  taken  a  firm  hold  of 
Mrs.  Barry's  mind  from  the  first,  and  year 
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by  year  her  imagination  had  exaggerated 
their  importance  as  her  needs  increased, 
until  at  last  she  became  convinced  that 
there  was  untold  wealth  concealed  in  that 
drawer.  Her  uncle  was  a  miser,  and 
there  lay  his  hoard. 

He  was  keeping  it  all  for  his  favourite, 
and  doled  out  a  pittance  to  her  only  by 
the  repetition  of  such  appeals  as  the  pre- 
sent one.  The  farce  had  been  enacted 
many  times  and  always  with  the  same 
conclusion :  he  went  to  the  secret  place, 
produced  a  sovereign,  or  two  sovereigns ; 
she  accepted  the  gift  with  lip  gratitude 
and  inward  indignation  ajb  his  cruelty 
and  selfishness  to  those  who  stood  in 
need  for  the  sake  of  one  who  was 
amply  dowered.  She  had  questioned 
Rosie  about  the  contents  of  the  secret 
drawer    with    elaborate    cunning.      The 
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reply  was  that  it  contained  nothing  more 
than  some  designs  and  the  little  money- 
Daddy  was  able  to  put  by  at  times  in 
order  to  purchase  materials  for  his  work. 
Mrs.  Barry  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it. 
Eosie  was  a  deceitful  minx,  conspiring 
with  her  uncle  to  hide  the  truth  that  he 
had  plenty  of  money.  Eosie,  questioned 
again  at  a  different  time,  still  gave  the 
same  answer,  and  this  satisfied  the  impe- 
cunious niece  that  her  suspicions  were 
correct.  The  suspicion  had  developed 
into  such  perfect  conviction  that  the  farce 
which  had  hitherto  ended  so  quietly 
was  to  have  an  important  variation  this 
time. 

He  found  the  key,  opened  the  cupboard 
and  then  the  drawer.  One  of  the  most 
important  peculiarities  of  the  secret 
fastenings  was  that  he  could  undo  them 
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in  the  presence  of  any  one  without  the 
onlooker  being  able  to  discover  how  he 
did  it.  Then,  with  a  wistful  look  in  his 
eyes,  he  took  out  a  sovereign.  Much  as 
he  pitied  his  niece,  he  felt  bitterly  disap- 
pointed that  his  charity  would  delay  the 
completion  of  his  machine  for  months. 

^*  Here  it  is,  Agnes — it  is  all  I  have  got ; 
and  you  don't  know  what  a  loss  it  is  to 
me.  .  .  .  But  never  mind,  "he  added  with 
an  attempt  to  be  cheerful;  ^^ better  times 
will  come — only  they  might  have  come 
sooner  if  I  had  had  that  sovereign." 

Mrs.  Barry  did  not,  as  was  usual,  hold 
out  her  hand  eagerly  for  the  gift.  She 
stared  at  him  with  a  curious  expression, 
in  which  dismay,  anger,  and  spleen  were 
combined. 

^*  That  is  no  use,"  she  said  huskily. 

** Bless  my  soul!"   exclaimed  Daddy, 
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looking  at  her,  *'  what  is  the  matter  with 
you?" 

'^  Haven't  I  told  you  ?  "  she  said,  sway- 
ing her  shoulders  a  little  as  if  his  dulness 
were  unendurable.  **  Euin  is  the  matter 
with  me — starvation  for  me  and  my  chil- 
dren. ...  I  will  own,  uncle,  that  I  have 
sometimes  come  to  you  for  money,  when, 
maybe,  it  would  have  been  better  for  us 
if  we  could  not  have  counted  upon  you. 
I  don't  mean  to  blame  Barry,  mind,"  she 
added  hurriedly.  ^^  He  is  doing  his  best, 
poor  fellow !  but  he  never  was  fitted  or 
intended  for  business,  and  he  can't  help 
things  going  wrong." 

'*  I  didn't  mean  to  blame  him  or  you," 
said  Daddy  consolingly.  **  Misfortunes 
happen  to  everybody,  and  I  only  wish 
that  I  could  help  you  completely  out  of 
them  ;  but  this  is  all  I  can  do." 
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'^  I  repeat,  uncle,  that  it  is  no  use.  We 
must  have  five  pounds  to-day,  and  I  know 
quite  well  that  you  can  give  it  to  me  if 
you  like — I  know  that  you  could  give  me 
five  hundred  if  you  pleased." 

*^  Me  give  you  l^ve  hundred ! "  said 
Daddy,  his  arms  dropping  by  his  side, 
his  eyes  opening  and  staring  at  her  in 
amazement. 

*^Yes,  or  ^Ye  thousand!"  the  woman 
went  on  passionately ;  whilst  the  eyes  of 
her  uncle  started  in  more  and  more 
astonishment  as  she  proceeded.  *^  You 
can't  deceive  me  any  longer.  I  know 
that  whilst  you  have  been  making  believe 
that  you  have  never  got  anything  for 
your  work,  yoa  have  been  all  these  years 
getting  something  from  dozens  of  people 
for  your  improvements  in  machinery. 
Oh,  you  needn't  try  to  hide  it  any  longer! 
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I  have  been  reading  about  it ;  I  have 
been  reading  about  the  fortunes  Nasmyth 
has  got  and  Bessemer  has  got ;  and  there 
is  one  of  your  machines  going  at  Brad- 
ford; and  you  are  hoarding  up  all  this 
fortune  for  Eosie,  whilst  we  are  starving." 

**  One  of  my  machines  going  at  Brad- 
ford !  "  said  Daddy,  rubbing  his  nose  with 
the  sovereign  and  trying  to  make  out 
whether  or  not  this  was  a  dream. 

*^  You  know  that  well  enough.  I  dare 
say  you  have  made  your  will,  and  that 
you  have  left  us  something  in  it;  but 
what  is  that  to  us  ?  Give  it  to  us  now, 
and  you  will  have  some  good  of  our 
gratitude — you  can't  get  much  good  of 
it  when  you  are  dead.  ...  I  am  only 
asking  this  very  little  from  you  to-day." 

She  was  in  earnest.  There  could  be 
no  mistaking  that  look,  that  tone;    and 
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even  if  a  mistake  might  have  heen  made 
about  them,  it  would  have  been  impos- 
sible  to  misunderstand  the  sincerity  of 
her  spiteful  rage.  She  was  envious  of 
Kosie ;  she  really  believed  that  he  had 
a  secret  hoard  of  treasure — she  really 
believed  that  his  inventions  were  bringing 
him  in  money !  He  felt  as  grateful  to 
her  as  if  she  had  given  him  the  fortune 
she  imagined  he  possessed.  The  be- 
wilderment with  which  he  had  listened 
to  her  at  first  gave  place  to  a  glow  of  in- 
tense gratification.  Kosie  often  made  him 
happy  because  of  her  thorough  conviction 
that  his  work  ought  to  produce  millions ; 
but  here  was  a  woman  who  believed  that 
they  had  done  so,  and  he  was  grateful. 

But  it  was  of  Rosie  he  had  been  think- 
ing before  Mrs.  Barry's  appearance,  and 
of  how  he  was  to  help  her  to  happiness. 
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Mrs.  Barry  had  nnconsciously  enabled 
him  to  see  a  possible  way  of  achieving 
that  end.  He  had  always  liked  her  and 
pitied  her,  finding  much  excuse  for  her 
selfishness  and  bad  management  of  her 
household  in  her  devotion  to  her  husband 
and  children ;  but  he  liked  her  more  than 
ever  at  this  moment. 

^' Bless  my  soul!"  he  gasped,  with  a 
degree  of  nervous  hesitation,  which  she 
misunderstood  for  distinct  symptoms  of 
annoyance  at  having  been  detected  in  his 
deceit.  ^'  How  could  you  have  discovered 
all  that  ?  I  didn't  think  there  was  a 
living  creature  who  believed  in  my  work 
except  Eosie  and  myself." 

*'Ah,  but  you  see  you  were  mistaken, 
uncle,"  replied  Mrs.  Barry  eagerly.  ''You 
see  I  believed  in  it  and  I  know  what  it  is 
worth." 
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"  And  you  really  believe  that  I  am 
making  a  fortune  !  " 

*^  Now  do  stop  all  this  pretending  with 
me,  please.  I  will  keep  your  secret  if 
you  want  it  kept ;  but  don't  try  to  keep 
up  the  pretence  with  me  any  longer.  I 
am  sure  it  is  not  very  much  I  am  asking 
from  you  just  now." 

There  was  a  curious  quiver  about  his 
lips  which  might  have  developed  into  a 
smile,  but  he  checked  it,  and  said,  still 
somewhat  dreamily — 

"  You  want  five  pounds  ?  " 

^^  That  is  all  at  present." 

<«  Very  well,"  he  said  with  sudden 
energy,  as  he  pocketed  the  sovereign ; 
and  Mrs.  Barry  felt  her  heart  sink  at  the 
thought  that  he  was  about  to  deny  her 
even  that  small  sum.  She  was  regretting 
that   she   had    not   taken   it   when    first 
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offered,  but  was  relieved  by  his  next 
words, — *'  Very  well,  you  shall  have  ten 
pounds  this  afternoon  provided  you  ask 
me  no  questions.  But  you  must  come 
back  this  afternoon — say,  at  four  or  five 
o'clock.  I  don't  keep  much  money  about 
me,  and  must  go  into  town  to  get  it." 

*^  I  shall  wait  for  you,  and  I  shall  do 
everything  in  my  power  to  show  my  grati- 
tude for  the  relief  you  have  given  us. 
You  will  forgive  me,  uncle,  for  being  so 
persistent,  but  I  knew  that  you  could 
help  us,  and  I  can  quite  understand  your 
desire  to  make  us  do  all  that  we  can 
for  ourselves  in  the  first  place.  I  shall 
wait  for  you.  Jane  will  not  refuse  to 
allow  me  to  stay  in  the  house,  although 
she  would  refuse  to  give  us  the  money." 

*^  Don't  forget  how  much  she  has  given 
you   already,"  he  said  hastily.     ^'  There, 
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we  will  say  no  more  about  that.  Go  down 
to  her  at  once,  and  wait  till  I  come  back. 
There  is  no  saying  what  extraordinary 
things  may  come  out  of  these  poor  things 
yet,"  he  added,  glancing  round  the  room 
at  his  models. 

*'  There  is  a  great  deal  more  come  out 
of  them  already  than  people  fancy,"  she 
said,  smiling  as  she  quitted  the  room. 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

AT  WOBK. 

In  dealing  with  her  numerous  poor  re- 
lations, Mrs.  Nettleton  was  careful  to 
receive  them  in  the  stateliest  room  of 
her  house — that  is,  the  drawing-room — 
and  with  the  extremity  of  polite  for- 
mality. She  found  that  this  course  as 
a  rule  was  highly  successful  in  modify- 
ing the  claims  made  upon  her,  and  some- 
times had  even  shut  the  mouths  of  the 
applicants  altogether. 

So   she   received    Mrs.   Barry   in    the 
drawing-room,  and  they  were  stiU  stand- 
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ing,  after  having  shaken  hands  stiffly, 
when  Mrs.  Nettleton  saw  her  father 
rush  past  the  windows  as  if  hurrying 
to  catch  a  train.  She  observed  with 
displeasure  that  his  collar  was  not  pro- 
perly put  on,  that  the  ends  of  his  neck- 
tie were  flying  about  his  ears,  and  that 
his  coat  was  buttoned  in  a  most  careless 
fashion.  She  had  long  ago  given  up  all 
hope  of  persuading  him  to  pay  attention 
to  his  dress  in  the  house,  but  she  still 
felt  annoyance  when  she  saw  him  in  the 
street  so  negligently  attired  as  he  was  at 
present. 

'*  Dear  me,  where  can  he  be  going  to 
like  that  ?  "  she  could  not  help  exclaim- 
ing. 

"Your  father,  you  mean,"  said  Mrs. 
Barry  complacently.  *'I  believe  he  is 
going   into  town,  and   he   bade  me  wait 
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till  he  came  back.  Of  course  I  am  very 
glad  to  do  so,  as  it  gives  me  the  chance 
of  having  a  nice  long  chat  with  you,  Jane; 
we  haven't  had  one  for  ages." 

Mrs.  Barry's  explanation  and  manner 
relieved  Mrs.  Nettleton,  whilst  they  ex- 
cited her  curiosity.  She  was  relieved  to 
find  that  it  was  only  a  chat  her  cousin 
wanted,  and  at  the  same  time  she  was 
curious  to  discover  what  her  visit  had  to 
do  with  Daddy's  sudden  flight  to  town. 

''  I  haven't  got  time  for  gossip  to-day, 
and  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me.  As  my 
father  has  gone  into  town — I  suppose  to 
waste  some  more  money- — there  is  no 
saying  when  he  may  come  back,  for  he 
has  no  notion  of  the  value  of  time. 
When  he  gets  into  one  of  those 
machinery  shops  he  loses  all  count  of  it." 

^'  Pray   do   not   let   me   interfere  with 
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anything  you  have  to  do,  Jane  dear. 
I  would  not  disturb  you  for  the  world. 
But  my  uncle  said  he  would  be  back 
about  four,  and  if  you  don't  very  much 
mind  I  would  rather  wait,  because  it 
would  be  such  a  long  walk  for  me  to 
go  home  and  return.  You  see,  even  the 
expense  of  an  omnibus  is  a  consideration 
to  me — although  I  do  not  expect  it  will 
be  so  long  now." 

She   added    the    latter   words   with    a* 
significant   smile  and   nod   which   some- 
how annoyed  her  cousin. 

*^  I  am  sure  I  hope  not,  and  I  am  glad 
to  find  that  you  have  at  last  come  to 
consider  how  you  spend  your  money.  I 
wish  you  could  get  my  father  to  do  the 
same." 

*^  You  ought  not  to  be  so  severe  upon 
him,  Jane,"  counselled  Mrs. Barry  sweetly; 
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^*  you  don't  know  what  reason  you  may 
have  to  be  sorry  for  it  by-and-by.  He 
hasn't  gone  into  town  to  spend  money  as 
you  suppose,  but  to  draw  some." 

^^  Draw  money — from  what?"  Mrs. 
Nettleton  regarded  her  with  lofty  pity. 

^^  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  say  anything 
more — indeed,  I  have  already  said  too 
much.  But  I  could  not  help  giving  you 
the  friendly  hint  that  uncle  is  not  the 
silly  old  man  you  all  take  him  for,  and 
that  he  has  not  been  wasting  his  time 
and  money  as  you  all  fancy." 

*^  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  and  shall 
be  still  more  glad  when  I  see  some  proof 
of  it.     I'll  send  Eosie  to  you  presently." 

Mrs.  Nettleton  felt  that  she  had  not 
conducted  this  interview  with  her  cus- 
tomary dignity,  and  that,  whatever  the 
cause,  a  singular  change  had  taken  place 
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in  her  cousin's  manner.  Hitherto  she 
had  always  been,  if  not  exactly  humble, 
most  respectful;  now  she  had  suddenly 
become  as  arrogant,  although  in  a  quiet 
way,  as  if  she  had  inherited  a  fortune. 
Yet  there  was  no  palpable  reason  for  the 
change,  unless  it  had  something  to  do 
with  those  foolish  references  to  Uncle 
Maydew  and  some  mystery  about  his 
work. 

As  if,  indeed,  there  could  be  any  mystery 
about  anything  Mrs.  Nettleton's  father 
had  done  and  she  not  know  it !  All  the 
same,  the  change  in  Mrs.  Barry  was  re- 
markable. She  had  never  before  come 
to  the  house  without  asking  for  some 
more  substantial  favour  than  leave  to 
remain  for  a  few  hours.  This  time  she 
had  sought  nothing  more,  except  the 
^'  nice   long  chat,"  which  she   had  sug- 


72  ONE   OF   HIS  INVENTIONS. 

gested   as   if  they  were   in    positions   of 
perfect  equality. 

Daddy  Maydew  went  down  to  the 
Peckham  Eye  station,  and  took  a  first- 
class  return  ticket  to  Victoria.  The 
booking  clerk,  who  knew  him  well  by 
sight,  and  that  he  always  travelled  third, 
repeated  inquiringly,  **  First,  sir  ?  " 

*^  Yes,  first-class  return,  if  you  please," 
said  Daddy,  laying  down  his  ninepence 
with  a  grand  air  of  indifference  to 
expense. 

Nobody  would  have  had  the  least  sus- 
picion that  whilst  going  through  this 
performance  he  was  perfectly  aware  of 
the  neighbourhood  of  a  smartly-dressed 
man,  who  evidently  desired  to  avoid  him. 
But  as  soon  as  he  had  got  his  ticket, 
Daddy  wheeled  round  and  addressed  the 
skulker. 
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'^  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Jephson  ? — hope 
you  are  quite  well.  Have  important  busi- 
ness at  Westminster.  I  suppose  you  are 
going  to  Ludgate.  In  a  hurry — good- 
bye !  " 

Mr.  Jephson  was  taken  aback  at  being 
discovered,  but  muttered  something  which 
was  doubtless  intended  to  be  courteous,  in 
response  to  the  hurried  salutation.  He 
was  relieved  when  he  saw  Daddy  prancing 
up  the  stairs  as  if  there  was  not  a  minute 
to  spare.  Looking  at  Mr.  Jephson,  of 
Nettleton  and  Jephson,  proprietors  of 
'*The  Universal  Emporium,"  and  observ- 
ing his  fine  raiment,  and  plain  but  sensible 
face,  you  would  have  called  him  a  gentle- 
man. If  you  had  known  that  he  skulked 
behind  Daddy  because  he  believed  the  old 
man  was  going  third  class  rather  than 
because  of  the  feeling  of  dislike  he  had 


74  ONE   OF   HIS  INVENTIONS. 

for  him — what  would  you  have  called  Mr. 
Jephson  then  ? 

^^  What's  in  the  wind  now?''  he  was 
mentally  asking  himself  as  he  secured  his 
own  ticket.  ^^  There  is  something  up 
with  the  old  boy  when  he  has  important 
business  at  Westminster  and  travels  first. 
I  don't  believe  he  ever  did  it  before. 
Something  is  up." 

Henry  Jephson  was  a  man  of  average 
height,  with  thin  red  hair,  a  thick  pale 
moustache,  and  short  crisp  whiskers. 
He  had  invested  considerable  capital 
(inherited  from  his  father)  in  *'  The  Uni- 
versal Emporium,"  and  was  now  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  handsome  fortune,  whilst  still 
under  forty.  He  was  a  smart  man  in 
business,  although  when  away  from  it  he 
was  weak  enough  to  desire  to  make  people 
believe  that  he  had  no  connection  with 
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trade.     At  Brighton  he  delighted  to  pose 
as  a  gentleman  of  no  occupation. 

He  desired  to  marry  his  partner's 
daughter  for  two  good  reasons :  first, 
because  she  was  an  only  child,  and  con- 
sequently the  whole  business  of  the 
*^  Emporium"  would  thus  fall  into  his 
hands ;  second,  because  he  liked  her  as 
well  as  a  man  who  always  thought  of 
himself  first  was  capable  of  liking  a 
woman,  and  he  fancied  they  would  ^'pull  • 
together"  as  satisfactorily  as  most  couples. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton  were  entirely  of 
his  way  of  thinking ;  but  the  young  lady 
was  not,  and  she  was  supported  in  rebel- 
lion by  her  grandfather.  That  was  why 
he  did  not  care  for  Daddy ;  but  he  would 
have  ridiculed  his  opposition  if  it  had  not 
been  that  Linton  Foster  was  an  important 
item,  which  had  to  be  taken  into  account. 
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However,  Foster  was  a  poor  beggar 
who  had  nothing  to  depend  on  but  his 
brains,  and  long  before  they  could  win  for 
him  a  decent  iacome  Jephson  had  no 
doubt  the  girl  would  be  his  wife,  and 
grateful  to  him  for  having  saved  her  from 
the  pitfall  which  sentiment  and  inexperi- 
ence had  dug  for  her.  It  never  occurred 
to  him  that  sentiment,  directed  by  sin- 
cerity, is  frequently  wiser  than  experience 
directed  by  selfishness.  It  never  occurred 
to  him  that  Dadd}^  Maydew  had  been 
longer  in  the  world  than  he  had  been, 
and  had  passed  through  some  very  cruel 
experiences  in  this  ver}^  matter  of  matri- 
mony. To  Henry  Jephson,  as  to  so  many 
others,  Maydew  was  simply  an  old  fool, 
but  in  his  case  he  had  unfortunately  the 
power  to  be  a  somewhat  troublesome  one. 

However,  Jephson  had  the  happy  faculty 
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of  dismissing  disagreeable  subjects  from 
his  mind  when  the  moment  in  which  they 
absolutely  demanded  attention  had  passed. 
So  he  went  on  his  way  with  delightful 
self-satisfaction. 

Daddy  was  self-satisfied,  too,  on  this 
day.  The  forest  of  chimney-pots  through 
which  the  train  was  carrying  him  seemed 
to  suggest  agreeable  thoughts,  and  even 
the  huge  black  gasometers  near  Vauxhall 
told  him  some  exquisite  joke.  ' 

He  got  out  of  the  train  at  Victoria  with 
a  nimbleness  which  surprised  himself. 
He  glanced  cunningly  up  and  down  the 
platform,  but  saw  no  one  he  knew.  If 
there  had  been  any  person  in  the  crowd 
who  might  have  carried  the  story  to  his 
son-in-law,  he  would  have  taken  a  cab. 
As  it  was  he  walked  at  his  best  speed  to 
Westminster  Chambers.    Passing  through 
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one  of  the  large  doorways,  he  hurried  up 
the  stairs  and  entered  an  office  which 
was  haK  hidden  at  the  end  of  a  long 
passage. 

''Is  Mr.  Foster  in?"  he  said  to  a 
youth,  who  was  diligently  reading  a  novel 
which  was  concealed  from  chance  comers 
by  the  Hd  of  a  huge  ledger. 

"  Yes,  sir — what  name  ?  "  was  the 
prompt  answer,  as  the  ledger  closed  on 
the  novel. 

Mr.  Foster  appeared  from  the  inner 
room  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  name  of 
the  visitor,  and  welcomed  him  heartily. 
He  was  a  strong,  frank-faced,  good- 
natured-looking  fellow,  but  there  was 
some  anxiety  in  his  expression  as  he 
inquired  immediately  after  closing  the 
door  of  his  private  room — 

"  Have  you  brought  me  any  message, 
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Mr.  Maydew  ?  You  know  the  turn  things 
have  taken  now  ?  '' 

*'Yes,  yes,  I  know  all  about  that.  J 
have  no  message ;  but  it  will  be  all  right 
in  the  end — don't  lose  heart — get  me  ten 
pounds — make  out  an  assignment  of  my 
window- cleaner  and  anything  else  you 
like — and  it  will  be  all  right  in  the  end." 

Daddy  spoke  disjointedly  in  his  haste, 
and  Linton  Foster  was  a  good  deal  per- 
plexed as  well  as  amused  by  his  excite- 
ment. He  was  also  disappointed  that 
there  was  no  message  from  Eosie. 

"  Is  she  well  ? — how  is  she  bearing 
it?" 

**  She  is  bearing  it  well  enough — I'll  see 
that  she  keeps  up  her  heart,  and  if  you 
want  to  make  her  happy  get  me  that  ten 
pounds  —  in  sovereigns  —  all  new  sove- 
reigns." 
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**  Of  course  I  shall  get  wliat  you  want, 
but  I  wish  you  would  explain " 

"  Now,  now,  you  are  not  to  ask  for  any 
explanation,"  interrupted  Daddy.  ''You 
must  trust  everything  to  me  and  do 
exactly  as  I  bid  you.  You  believe  that 
you  can  make  her  happy — don't  you  ?  " 

''I  do/'  was  the  quiet  response. 

''So  do  I,  and  so  does  she,  but  her 
father  and  mother  do  not,  and  you  must 
take  them  into  account.  They  can't 
understand  your  business  or  mine.  All 
they  know  is  that  you  are  a  civil  engineer, 
that  you  sit  in  this  office  which  would  be 
like  a  bandbox  in  the  'Emporium,'  and 
you  haven't  even  got  any  stock  in  the 
bandbox  beyond  some  sheets  of  paper 
with  a  lot  of  lines  on  them^  They  can't 
see  how  a  fortune  is  to  come  out  of  that. 
Don't    be    angry  with   them — they  can't 
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help  it.  It's  a  pity,  and  you  must  forgive 
them.  But  what  is  the  use  of  our  talk- 
ing about  this  ?  I  tell  you  it  will  be  all 
right  if  you  do  what  I  ask." 

Foster  filled  up  a  cheqae  and  sent  his 
lad  to  the  bank  with  instructions  to 
ask  for  new  sovereigns,  in  obedience  to 
Daddy's  whimsical  request.  He  compre- 
hended that  the  old  man  had  some  plan 
in  his  head  by  which  he  hoped  to  recon- 
cile Kosie's  parents  to  her  union  with 
him;  and  although  he  would  have  felt 
more  satisfied  if  he  had  been  allowed  to 
take  an  intelligent  part  in  carrying  it 
into  effect,  he  was  content  to  be  led 
blindfold  so  long  as  he  could  believe  that 
he  was  being  guided  towards  her. 

^'I  shall  do  whatever  you  tell  me,  Mr. 
Maydew,"  he  said,  "  but  I  hope  you  will 
not  keep  up  this  mystery  with  me  longer 

VOL.  III.  u- 
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than  is  positively  necessary.  For  the 
present,  I  shall  only  ask,  when  may  I 
hope  to  see  her  again  ?  " 

'*  I  don't  know,  lad,"  said  Daddy,  lay- 
ing a  hand  paternally  on  his  shoulder ; 
*'  but  if  you  keep  quiet,  and  if  I  am  not 
blundering  more  than  I  have  ever  done 
in  all  my  blundering  life,  you  will  have 
an  invitation  to  Windsor  House  from 
Mrs.  Nettleton  before  long.'' 

Foster  smiled  and  shook  his  head 
doubtingly. 

^^  You  might  persuade  her  to  do  that, 
but  Nettleton  will  never  agree.  He  not 
only  told  me  plainly  that  I  am  not  to 
enter  his  house  again,  but  he  has  written 
to  say  that  he  trusts  to  my  honour  as 
a  gentleman  not  to  force  my  attentions 
upon  his  daughter  in  any  clandestine 
way.     These    are   his    words — the   letter 
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arrived  only  a  few  minutes  before  you 
came  in.'* 

**  Never  mind  that ;  you  may  be  sure 
that  he  will  agree  to  whatever  Jane  says, 
and  she  will  say  in  a  very  short  time  that 
she  will  be  pleased  to  see  you.  Keep  up 
your  heart,  Linton:  you  and  Eosie  will 
be  happy  yet.  Look  after  the  assignment 
of  the  patent  window-cleaner,  and  you 
may  as  well  throw  in  the  automaton 
shoe-brush." 

"Oh,  that  reminds  me  !  I  showed  the 
window-cleaner  to  young  Seton,  the  archi- 
tect, and  he  thinks  there  is  something 
in  it.'' 

"I  Tcnow  there  is  a  great  deal  in  it," 
said  Daddy  proudly,  "  and  a  great  deal 
more  in  another  machine,  which  you 
shall  see  when  it  is  quite  finished.  Only 
Kosie  has  seen  it  as  yet,  and  she  is " 
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He  stopped.  He  had  been  aLout  to  say 
that  she  had  been  much  impressed  by  it ; 
but  remembering  what  he  had  seen  in  the 
mirror,  and  how  she  had  been  occupied 
during  his  explanation,  a  droll  smile  came 
over  his  face  as  he  said  instead,  "  Well, 
she  didn't  quite  understand  it  at  the  time. 
However,  you  must  put  down  the  assign- 
ments as  made  in  consideration  of  the 
sum  of  fifty  thousand  pounds." 

''  Fifty  thousand  !  My  dear  Mr.  May- 
dew,  how  am  I  to  do  that  ?  " 

'^  By  writing  the  words  in  the  bond,  of 
course.  Don't  say  any  more — remember 
our  bargain :  you  are  to  do  what  I  tell 
you  and  ask  no  questions." 

Foster  laughed  good-humouredly. 

*^  I  see  you  have  some  practical  joke  in 
your  head,  although  what  it  can  be  is  a 
puzzle  at  present.     I'll  get  the  agreement 
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written  out  at  once,  but  I  suppose  it  is 
not  necessary  to  go  to  the  expense  of 
stamping  it  at  present." 

**  Maybe  it  is  a  joke  and  maybe  it  is 
not ;  and  whether  it  is  worth  stamping  or 
not  we  shall  soon  discover.  Good-bye  ; 
have  it  ready  to-morrow,  and  you  may 
expect  me  here  about  this  hour." 

*^  Will  you  bring  me  any  message  from 
her?"  asked  the  lover,  forgetting  all  his 
curiosity  about  Daddy's  joke  in  his  eager-* 
ness  to  have  some  hope  of  a  sign  from  his 
mistress. 

*'  Can't  say,  can't  say.  I  suppose  there 
will  be  no  harm  in  telling  you  that  she  is 
well,  or  ill  and  had  to  take  physic.  We'll 
see." 

That  was  the  only  assurance  Daddy 
would  give.  The  ten  bright  sovereigns 
were  made  into  a  roll  with  tissue  paper, 
and  he  bustled  out  of  the  office. 
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He  next  called  at  the  International 
Patent  Office,  and  made  some  inquiries 
which  involved  correspondence.  Then  he 
visited  in  succession  the  representatives 
of  our  colonial  governments,  and  from 
each  he  was  courteously  promised  answers 
to  his  various  inquiries  within  a  few  days. 
Lastly,  he  called  on  Messrs.  Merrifield, 
Jawler,  &  Co.,  a  firm  of  highly  respect- 
able old-fashioned  City  solicitors  in  Cannon 
Street,  who  had  for  many  years  transacted 
business  for  him.  After  a  brief  interview 
with  the  senior  partner,  Mr.  Merrifield, 
he  took  train  from  Ludgate  Hill,  and  was 
again  in  the  garret  of  Windsor  House 
shortly  after  four  o'clock. 

Then  he  had  a  mysterious  interview 
with  Mrs.  Barry,  In  her  presence  he 
took  from  the  secret  drawer  a  roll  of  gold, 
and  slowly  counted  into  her  hand  the 
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ten  fascinating  bits  of  metal,  so  slowly 
that  it  seemed  as  if  he  felt  a  pang  at 
the  parting  with  each  piece.  When  he 
had  done  he  sighed, 

"  Now,  Agnes,  that's  a  great  deal  of 
money  for  you  to  have  all  at  once,"  he 
said,  holding  her  hand  as  if  half  inclined 
to  take  it  back ;  "  and  I  hope  you  will 
use  it  properly,  and  that  it  may  enable 
you  and  Barry  to  pull  through  your 
present  straits.  Mind,  this  is  so  much' 
taken  off  whatever  it  may  be  in  my 
power  to  leave  you  and  your  children. 
But  this  can't  be  repeated.  I  am  not 
made  of  money,  although  your  good 
opinion  of  my  work  makes  you  think 
so.  And  there  is  one  thing  which  I 
must  impress  upon  you  very  strongly — 
very  strongly  indeed." 

"  Say  what   it  is,   uncle ;    you   know 
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that  I  have  always  been  obedient  to 
you,  no  matter  what  others  might  say 
or  do,"  answered  the  niece  with  real 
warmth  and  sincerity,  for  the  advantage 
was  entirely  on  her  side. 

*'  That  is  very  good  of  you.  I  don't 
ask  anything  you  cannot  agree  to,  for  all 
that  I  want  is  that  you  will  hold  your 
tongue  about  where  you  got  this  money. 
You  understand  ?  " 

'^  Oh,  quite  well !  Nobody  shall  have 
the  least  hint  from  me — I'm  sure  they 
shan't."  To  herself  she  added,  **I  am 
not  such  a  fool  as  to  tell  others  where 
the  golden  nest  lies." 

^^  Thank  you,  my  dear.  You  know 
that  I  don't  like  to  be  worried  about 
money,  and  if — well,  if  anybody  should 
discover  that  I  was  able  to  give  you  so 
much,   there   would    be  no  more  peace 
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for  me,  and  peace  is  essential  to  my 
work.  1  must  have  quiet — you  can 
understand?  " 

^'  Oh  yes,  uncle,  perfectly !  and  I 
shall  do  nothing  to  cause  you  annoy- 
ance." 

''  It  will  be  all  the  better  for  yourself, 
remember  that." 

She  did  remember  that;  but  Mrs. 
Barry's  greed  had  to  contend  with  her 
vanity,  and  the  latter  generally  got  the 
best  of  the  struggle.  So  in  the  present 
instance,  whilst  expressing  her  gratitude 
with  a  profusion  of  words  and  a  few  real 
tears  of  joy,  resolving  in  her  own  mind 
that  for  her  own  sake  she  would  keep 
the  miser's  secret,  her  humour  gradually 
changed  as  she  began  to  descend  the 
staircase.  Her  nose  went  up  into  the 
air,  her  shoulders  were  thrown  back,  and 
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she  could  not  help  prancing  into  the 
parlour  with  an  air  of  smirking  conde- 
scension, holding  the  now  inflated  purse 
ostentatiously  in  her  hand.  She  felt  that 
she  had  already  touched  the  position  of 
independence,  in  which  she  could  afford 
to  be  offensive  to  her  cousin,  who  was 
the  wife  of  a  mere  tradesman.  Her  hus- 
band was  a  gentleman  with  ancestors, 
and  he  was  still  entitled  to  rank  higher 
than  the  shopkeeper,  notwithstanding 
the  unfortunate  circumstances  which  re- 
quired him  occasionally  to  obtain  tem- 
porary advances  from  that  low  personage. 
She  could  not  help  dropping  more 
mysterious  hints  about  the  boundless 
fortune  they  had  in  prospect.  She  could 
not  help  begging  with  sweet  humility 
that  her  dear  Jane  would  allow  one  of 
the  servants  to  call  a  cab,  as  she  felt  so 
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overcome  with  fatigue  and  also  distressed 
in  mind  about  poor  dear  Eosie,  who 
looked  really  ill  and  appeared  to  be 
suffering  from  some  great  mental  de- 
pression. She  could  not  help  giving  her 
dear  cousin  some  patronizing  counsel 
about  the  management  of  the  dear  child. 

When  she  went  away  Mrs.  Nettleton 
stared  after  the  cab  in  a  state  of  frowning 
bewilderment.  Surely  the  malady  which 
Nettleton  had  hinted  as  affecting  her 
father  could  not  be  infectious  !  Agnes 
certainly  had  behaved  in  a  most  extra- 
ordinary manner  during  this  visit. 

She  had  not  asked  for  anything  !  She 
had  displayed  all  the  airs  of  a  fine  lady, 
and  patronized  her  with  an  assumption  of 
superiority  which  Mrs.  Nettleton  had  not 
observed  since  the  first  few  months  after 
her  marriage  with  '*  Gentleman  "  Barry. 
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Yet  the  man  was  out  of  work !  (That 
was  the  coarse  way  Mrs.  Nettleton  put 
it :  she  did  not  stoop  to  the  refinement 
of  saying  that  he  was  *^  disengaged,"  or 
had  no  "  appointment  "  at  present.)  And 
what  was  more — Nettleton  had  emphati- 
cally declared  that  he  would  not  recom- 
mend him  to  another  situation.  Yet  for 
the  first  time  in  the  course  of  years  Mrs. 
Barry  had  gone  away  without  asking  for 
any  assistance  from  her  rich  relative, 
had  gone  away  in  as  much  state  as  if  she 
had  been  the  possessor  of  thousands  a 
year. 

Mrs.  Nettleton  was  very  irritable  under 
the  influence  of  her  cousin's  conduct,  and 
was  on  the  point  of  going  to  ask  Kosie  if. 
she  understood  it,  when  Dr.  Harvey  was 
announced. 

'^  I  am  very  much  disturbed  about  my 
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father,  doctor,"  she  said.  ^' I  suppose 
Nettleton  has  told  you  what  we  fear.  I 
do  hope  it  is  not  so  bad  as  that." 

**  We  will  soon  see,  Mrs.  Nettleton," 
returned  Dr.  Harvey,  a  tall,  kindly  faced 
old  gentleman,  wearing  a  broad  white 
choker.  ^'  You  had  better  let  me  go  up 
to  him  at  once,  and  I  dare  say  we  shall 
soon  find  out  what  is  the  matter." 

The  doctor  expected  to  see  Daddy 
May  dew  busy  as  usual  with  his  models, 
but  found  him  at  the  unusual  occupation 
of  letter- writing,  and  so  busy  that  he  did 
not  at  first  lift  his  head. 

/*  One  moment,  doctor,  excuse  me,"  he 
said ;  and  having  finished  a  sentence,  rose 
to  shake  hands  with  him. 

'^  Busy  as  usual,"  observed  the  doctor 
cheerily,  and  noticing  that  Daddy's  hair 
was  much  tossed,  that  his  eyes  were  un- 
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usually  bright,  and  his  cheeks  somewhat 
flushed. 

^*  Yes,  very  busy,  and  this  time  to  some 
purpose."  Daddy  rubbed  his  hands  to- 
gether with  delight.  *'  I  shall  have  a 
pleasant  bit  of  news  for  you  in  a  few 
days,  but  for  the  present  I  don't  care  to 
speak  about  it.  I  have  had  so  many 
disappointments  in  my  life  that  I  don't 
want  to  say  a  word  about  this  affair  until 
all  the  deeds  are  signed,  sealed,  and 
delivered." 

*^  That  is  a  sensible  way  of  acting,  Mr. 
Maydew;  but  you  must  be  careful  to  avoid 
excitement." 

^*  How  can  you  help  being  excited 
when  one  of  the  things  you  have  set 
your  heart  upon  is,  after  so  many 
failures,  suddenly  accomplished  ?  But 
I  don't  want  to  speak  rashly.    You  know 
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how  Nettleton  has  laughed  at  me.  I 
don't  blame  him,  you  know:  I  would 
have  done  the  same  myself  if  our  posi- 
tions had  been  changed.  This  time  I 
have  kept  my  secret.  Even  Kosie  does 
not  know  it.  The  news  will  be  the 
pleasanter  to  them  all  when  it  comes 
as  an  accomplished  fact.  Don't  you 
think  so  ?  " 

*'Not  adoubt  ofit." 

**  Well,  these  papers  and  the  payment 
of  a  certain  sum  to  account  satisfy  me 
that  there  is  no  mistake  this  time.  You 
must  have  had  a  patient,  doctor — say,  an 
only  child — whose  life  hung  upon  a  single 
thread.  You  saw  how  frail  the  thread 
was,  you  saw  the  anxious  eyes  of  mother 
and  father ;  you  would  have  liked  to  say 
*•  Hope,'  and  you  dared  not  lest  the  thread 
should  snap  and  their  agony  be  all  the 
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greater  because  of  the  brief  joy  you  had 
given  them.  So  instead  of  *  Hope  '  you 
say  '  Wait.'  Well,  I  too  say  '  Wait : '  a 
few  days  will  decide  the  case,  and  you 
shall  congratulate  us." 

^'  I  shall  be  glad  to  do  that." 

^^  Oh,  you  shall  have  the  opportunity, 
never  fear !  .  .  .  Bless  my  soul,  how  I 
am  chattering !  But  you  know,  doctor, 
suppose,  in  the  case  of  your  patient,  the 
thread  instead  of  snapping  gains  strength, 
and  the  little  one  rises  into  new  life,  and 
you  see  the  bright  happy  faces  glowing 
with  gratitude — you  know^  that  you  must 
have  felt  a  bit  excited  as  I  do  now.  You 
must  have  been  inclined  to  chatter,  too, 
in  your  pleasure  if  you  happened  in  the 
first  glow  of  it  to  have  the  ear  of  an  old 
friend  who  would  not  misunderstand  your 
self-congratulations. ' ' 
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*'I  am  perfectly  sure  of  it,"  rejoined 
the  doctor,  laughing,  and  much  pleased 
to  think  that  he  could  report  satisfactorily 
to  Mrs.  Nettleton  as  to  the  mental  con- 
dition of  her  father. 

*^  You  won't  mention  my  chatter  down- 
stairs, doctor ;  the  thread  may  snap,  you 
know,  and  if  it  does  I  should  like  to  bear 
all  the  sorrow  myself." 

The  doctor  had  no  intention  of  betray- 
ing the  confidence  thus  reposed  in  him, . 
but  it  was  impossible  to  avoid  saying  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton  that  they  were 
quite  mistaken  about  Mr.  Maydew,  and 
that  he  beheved  they  would  have  a 
pleasant  surprise  in  a  few  days.  The 
son-in-law  was  disappointed  by  the 
doctor's  good  report ;  the  daughter  for- 
got that  she  had  been  in  any  way 
anxious  about   her   father's  mental   con- 
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dition  in  her  increasing  curiosity  as  to 
the  meaning  of  the  effect  he  had  pro- 
duced on  two  such  different  people  as 
Dr.  Harvey  and  Mrs.  Barry.  The  former 
had  evidently  learned  something  which 
he  beheved  would  be  agreeable  to  them 
all  when  they  came  to  know  it ;  the  latter 
had  decidedly  found  out  something  much 
to  her  advantage. 

Then  came  to  Mrs.  Nettleton  the  re- 
membrance of  the  purse,  and  with  it  the 
recollection  of  the  suggestion  which  had 
been  often  made  by  various  poor  relatives 
that  her  father  was  a  miser,  hoarding  up 
treasure  untold  in  his  secret  drawer  whilst 
pretending  to  be  possessed  of  nothing 
beyond  the  fifty  pounds  a  year  which  had 
been  saved  from  the  wreck  of  his  fortune. 
Might  there  not  be  some  truth  in  the 
suggestion?     He  was  a  man  who  never 


AT   WORK.  99 

locked  up  anything :  money,  papers, 
models,  everything  he  possessed  were 
open  to  the  inspection  of  any  one  who 
chose  to  inspect  his  rooms.  Yet  a  few 
years  ago  he  had  constructed  this  secret 
drawer,  and  only  Eosie  knew  what  it 
contained.  To  crown  all,  there  was  the 
warning  he  had  given  them  that  they 
were  making  a  mistake,  and  that  what- 
ever he  had  to  leave  would  only  go  to 
his  grandchild  in  the  event  of  her  marry- 
ing Linton  Foster,  in  whose  ability  he 
had  such  infatuated  confidence. 

The  reel  which  these  thoughts  and 
speculations  danced  in  her  brain  kept 
Mrs.  Nettleton  awake  during  the  greater 
part  of  the  night,  to  the  serious  incon- 
venience of  her  husband,  who  only  growled 
out  **  Eubbish  !  "  whenever  she  endea- 
voured to  discuss  the  subject  with  him. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

THE    WOEK    GOES    ON. 

But  even  Mr.  Nettleton  opened  his  eyes  a 
little  wlien  the  morning  postman  knocked 
twice,  indicating  that  the  despatches  he 
carried  conld  not  he  got  into  the  letter- 
box; and  when,  the  door  being  opened, 
he  delivered  a  number  of  letters  and 
packets  all  bearing  official  stamps  on 
the  covers,  which  were  addressed  to  ^'  S. 
May  dew,  Esq.,"  Nettleton  pretended  to 
be  looking  through  the  bundle  for  his 
own  letters,  but  he  was  really  doing  in 
a  furtive  way  what   his  wife  was  doing 


THE   WORK   GOES  ON.  101 

openly — reading  the  names  of  the  firms 
and  government  offices  from  which  the 
despatches  came. 

"Here  is  one  from  Merrifield  and 
Jawler,"  she  exclaimed.  "Father  never 
had  anything  to  do  with  them  except 
on  most  important  business.  .  .  .  Paul, 
there  is  something  in  all  this." 

"Eubbish!"  growled  Mr.  Nettleton 
again ;  but  he  was  inwardly  not  quite 
so  certain  of  that  as  he  affected  to  be. 

As  post  after  post  throughout  the  day 
brought  letters  and  packets  for  her  father, 
and  as  he  was  continually  sending  out 
letters  to  the  post-office,  Mrs.  Nettleton 
felt  that  she  certainly  would  have  an 
attack  of  jaundice  if  she  did  not  speedily 
get  to  the  bottom  of  this  mystery.  Her 
excitement  reached  a  climax  when  a 
telegram    came,    and    the    boy    said    he 


102  ONE   OF   HIS  INVENTIONS. 

was  to  wait  an  answer,  as  reply  was 
paid. 

She  went  up  to  the  garret  herself  with 
the  telegram. 

^*  What  is  all  this  about,  father — what 
has  happened?  "she  inquired,  making  no 
attempt  to  conceal  her  determination  to 
know  what  it  was  about. 

**  Nothing  has  happened  yet,  Jane," 
he  answered  in  his  mild  way;  *'but  I 
hope  something  agreeable  is  going  to 
happen  soon,  and  I  hope  you  will  be 
pleased  with  it." 

^^  What  is  it?" 

**Ah,  you  must  try  to  guess  for  the 
present,  as  I  am  not  going  to  tell  you 
until  it  is  all  quite  settled.  You  and 
Paul  have  so  often  laughed  at  me  for 
my  foolish  dreams,  that — in  short,  I  am 
not  going  to  tell  you." 
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"  Oh,  you  have  got  some  of  your 
inventions  taken  up  at  last,"  she  said, 
smiling  with  more  pleasantness  in  the 
expression  than  she  had  shown  for  a 
long  time. 

"  I  hope  so,"  he  answered  humhly. 

"  But  why  shouldn't  you  tell  me  all 
about  it  ?  Nobody  can  have  so  much 
interest  in  it  as  I  have." 

*'I  am  not;  sure  of  that,"  he  said 
deliberately.  *'  You  must  not  forget 
that  I  was  in  earnest  in  what  I  said 
to  you  downstairs  the  other  day.  .  .  . 
But  there,  don't  let  us  talk  about  it  at 
present.  You  will  know  all  about  it  in 
a  very  little  while,  and  I  must  answer 
this  telegram." 

**  I  will  take  it  downstairs  for  you." 

''  Thank  you." 

He    read     the    telegram ;     his     face 
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brightened,  and  she  could  not  refrain 
from  inquiring  again,  ^'  What  is  it 
about?" 

*^You  would  not  be  interested  unless 
I  could  give  you  the  explanation,  which 
you  cannot  have  yet." 

She  bit  her  lip.  He  laid  the  paper 
on  the  table  whilst  he  proceeded  to 
write  the  answer.  Without  altering  her 
position  Mrs.  Nettleton  could  read 
the  message.  It  was  from  Linton 
Foster. 

^^  All  your  terms  are  agreed  to.  Shall 
I  close  the  bargain  f  " 

As  he  wrote  it  she  could  read  the 
answer — 

^*  Certainly;  consider  the  matter  settled. 
The  only  difficulty  that  can  arise  tuill  be 
as  to  time.'" 

^^1  hope  the  arrangement  is  a   satis- 
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factory   one,"    slie   said,   still  trying    to 
find  out  the  nature  of  it. 

**  I  have  no  douht  you  will  agree  with 
me  that  it  is — hy-and-hy." 

"  I  never  saw  you  in  such  a  state 
before,  father." 

"No,  my  dear,  because  I  never  had 
such  an  important  negotiation  on  hand 
before." 

He  smiled  pleasantly,  and  she  smiled 
too,  as  she  glanced  round  the  room. 
She  had  no  doubt  of  being  able  to  solve 
the  mystery  by  an  inspection  of  his 
papers  after  he  had  gone  to  bed.  Daddy 
had  been  always  careless  about  his 
correspondence,  laying  letters  down  any-' 
where  which  anybody  who  chose  might 
read.  Books  may  lie  about  long  enough 
without  any  one  troubling  to  read  them ; 
but  drop  a  letter  on  the  floor  and  nine- 
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teen  out  of  every  twenty  passers-by  will 
at  least  scan  its  contents  before  thinking 
of  restoring  it  to  the  owner. 

Mrs.  Nettleton  had  scolded  her  father 
for  this  negligence.  '^  But,  my  dear, 
what  does  it  matter?"  he  would  say. 
u  There  is  nothing  in  them  that  can 
interest  any  one  except  the  writers  and 
myself."  .  To  that  the  lady  replied : 
*^  They  contain  statements  about — about 
relatives  whose  position  I  do  not  like 
every  servant  who  comes  into  the  house 
to  be  acquainted  with."  "Ah,  then,  I 
see  you  have  been  reading  the  letters 
yourself,  Jane,"  was  his  comment,  with 
that  merry  twinkle  in  his  eyes  which  so 
often  puzzled  her  and  Nettleton.  He 
was  always  seeing  jokes  where  they  could 
see  none. 

He   did  not  mend    his  ways  in  this 
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respect ;  and  on  the  present  occasion 
Mrs.  Nettleton  was  glad  of  it.  Before 
the  night  was  over  she  would  learn 
everything.  Several  nights,  however, 
passed  before  she  discovered  anything 
except  envelopes  bearing  imposing  official 
stamps,  some  of  them  being  **  On  Her 
Majesty's  Service."  He  was  evidently 
on  his  guard,  and  that  fact  rendered  her 
more  certain  than  anything  else  could 
have  done  that  the  **  something  "  he  was  • 
concealing  was  of  importance. 

But  one  night  Daddy  went  to  bed 
earlier  than  usual,  Eosie  had  gone  to 
her  room,  and  Mr.  Nettleton  was  out 
at  a  vestry  meeting,  declaiming  bom- 
bastic platitudes  which  he  believed  to 
be  common  sense,  only  adorned  with 
the  eloquence  natural  to  a  man  who 
was    thoroughly   in    earnest    about    the 
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parish  roads  and  payements.  Then  Mrs. 
Nettleton  went  up  to  the  workshop  and 
lit  the  gas,  determined  to  have  a  thorough 
search. 

This  time  there  were  heaps  of  letters 
from  poor  relations  who  had  not  been 
heard  of  for  years,  all  praying  for  help, 
and  hinting  that  when  he  could  do  so 
much  for  Mrs.  Barry  they  had  no  doubt 
he  would  spare  a  little  for  them  from  his 
boundless  stores.  For  this  they  would 
bless  him  and  be  for  ever  grateful.  Mrs. 
Nettleton  did  not  like  to  be  reminded  of 
this  army  of  poor  relations  who  had  been, 
thanks  to  her  management,  kept  at  bay 
so  long ;  but  they  enabled  her  to  under- 
stand the  position.  Her  father  had 
somehow  come  into  possession  of  money, 
and  that  fool  Barry  had  been  the  first  to 
profit  by  it.     She  must  have  been  talking 
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in  her  vanity  and  so  set  the  whole  pack 
upon  him. 

Where  had  he  got  it,  and  how  ?  She 
found  the  answer  on  a  neatly  folded  large 
sheet  of  foolscap  paper,  which  purported 
to  he  the  draft  of  an  agreement  between 
Samuel  Maydew,  Esq.,  on  the  one  part, 
and  Linton  Foster  on  the  other,  setting 
forth  that  in  consideration  of  the  sum 
of  fifty  thousand  pounds  the  aforesaid 
Samuel  Maydew  assigned  all  his  rights  * 
and  interests  in  certain  patents  to  the 
said  Linton  Foster  and  George  Seton. 

Mrs.  Nettleton  trembled  with  astonish- 
ment and  excitement ;  the  sheet  of  paper 
shook  as  if  it  were  held  up  in  a  gale. 

What  could  this  mean?  She  looked 
round  the  room,  and  to  her  dizzy  eyes 
the  models  appeared  to  be  dancing  a 
wild  reel  of  triumphant  joy.     They  were 
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laughing  at  her  as  they  whirled  about ; 
and  as  the  gas  wavered  in  the  draught 
caused  by  the  open  door,  the  long 
shadows  on  the  slanting  ceiling  bowed 
to  her  with  mocking  condescension.  .  .  . 
But  she  must  have  read  the  words 
wrongly.  No  ;  there  they  were  in  square 
lawyer-like  penmanship — fifty  thousand 
pounds  sterling ! 

This,  then,  was  why  he  had  been  so 
bold  as  to  tell  her  and  her  husband  that 
they  were  making  a  mistake  in  not  taking 
his  advice  to  let  their  daughter  have  her 
own  way  in  the  choice  of  a  husband. 
This  was  what  lay  behind  his  warning 
that  they  would  regret  the  step  they 
had  taken  in  forbidding  Foster  to  come 
to  the  house — he,  Foster,  was  to  be  the 
sole  heir  if  Eosie  did  not  marry  him. 
This  explained  the  sudden  accumulation 
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of  correspondence — letters,  papers,  tele- 
grams— and  the  rush  of  poor  relations, 
clamouring  for  assistance.  This,  too, 
explained  the  strange  conduct  of  Mrs. 
Barry.  She  —  bitter  thought  to  the 
wealthy  tradesman's  wife — had  been 
admitted  to  share  this  great  secret  of 
Daddy's  wealth  before  his  own  daughter. 
It  was  positively  wicked  of  him  never 
to  have  spoken  a  word  about  it  to  those 
who  had  the  best  right  to  know.  It 
might  be  even  that  this  was  not  all — 
Mrs.  Barry  had  said  many  times  that 
her  uncle  was  a  miser,  and  Mrs.  Nettleton 
was  now  able  to  recall  numerous  con- 
firmatory circumstances  ;  as,  for  instance, 
the  way  in  which  at  every  meal  he  would 
gather  up  the  bits  of  bread  left  on  the 
table,  and  carry  them  upstairs  to  rub 
out  the  blunders  in  his  useless  drawings, 
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in  order  to  spare  a  penny  for  india-rubber 
(they  really  went  to  feed  his  family,  as 
he  called  the  fat  sparrows  which  swarmed 
on  the  window-ledge  every  morning). 
Then  how  careful  he  was  about  his 
money,  never  taking  'bus  or  tram  if  he 
could  walk  the  distance  ;  how  he  would 
never  give  a  penny  to  a  beggar,  although 
he  would  buy  him  bread ;  and  how  he 
was  always  lamenting  his  poverty,  saying 
if  he  had  money  to  buy  this  or  that,  if 
he  could  only  find  enough  to  complete 
some  piece  of  work  to  his  liking — when 
she  knew  quite  well  that  he  had  sufficient 
for  his  purpose.  All  these  were  unmis- 
takable signs  of  the  miser's  spirit,  and 
the  proof  that  he  was  under  its  influence 
was  in  her  hand. 

Mingled  with  these  reproachful  thoughts 
was  the  chagrin  that  she  had  been  so  long 
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hoodwinked  by  her  father,  and  that  she 
had  not  been  the  first  to  understand  his 
ways.  She  had  not  yet  reached  the 
point  where  she  could  regret  having 
been  so  unsympathetic  in  her  treatment 
of  him. 

What  was  she  to  do  now  ?  Consult 
Nettleton,  of  course,  and  see  what  he 
had  to  say  on  this  important  subject. 

Nettleton  returned  from  the  vestry 
meeting  glowing  with  triumph  because 
he  had  carried  his  resolution  to  have  a 
new  street  thoroughly  paved  and  the 
road  made  passable  at  once.  (He  had 
half  a  dozen  or  so  small  houses  in  that 
street,  for  which  he  could  not  obtain 
tenants  in  consequence  of  the  state  of 
the  thoroughfare.)  But  even  this  triumph 
was  forgotten  in  his  amazement  at  the 
contents  of  the  document  which  his  wife 
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— after  due  consideration — gave  him  to 
peruse. 

*^  Some  more  rubbish,  I  suppose,"  was 
his  first  remark.  But  when  he  saw  the 
document  and  grasped  its  nature  he  was 
silent  for  a  httle,  examining  suspiciously 
every  word  and  line.  Then,  "  That 
Seton  must  be  the  son  of  the  alderman, 
and  if  he  is  in  it  the  thing  is  safe.  .  .  . 
I  suppose  they  are  going  to  form  a 
company.  Why  didn't  he  tell  me 
about  it  ?  I  could  have  managed  so  that 
we  could  have  kept  the  lion's  share  in 
the  family.  As  it  is,  you  see,  he  gives 
up  everything  to  them." 

*'But  you  know,  Paul,  we  would  not 
believe  in  anything  he  was  doing.  You 
said  it  was  all  rubbish,  and  I  thought  yoii 
knew  best  about  these  things." 

^*  Did  he  give  you  this  to  show  me  ?  " 
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**No."  And  she  thereupon  truthfully 
explained  how  the  document  had  come 
into  her  possession. 

^'  Put  it  back  in  its  place  and  don't  let 
him  know  that  we  have  seen  it.  .  .  .  Is 
Eosie  in  the  secret  ?  " 

^'I  asked  her,  and  all  she  seems  to 
have  been  told  is  that  there  is  something 
very  particular  going  to  happen  soon." 

<«  Very  well,  we  shall  not  speak  about 
it  until  he  tells  us  himself;  but  it's  a 
pity  I  couldn't  have  had  the  management 
of  it.  I  must  have  a  look  at  the  things 
he  has  upstairs.  It  is  possible,  after  all, 
that  we  have  been  mistaken  about  him, 
as  he  said  the  other  day.  .  .  .  He  ought 
not  to  have  been  hiding  things  from  us 
in  this  way,  though.  I  am  sure  he  has 
had  everything  he  could  want  from  me." 

*'  What  will  Jephson  say  to  this  ?  "  ex- 
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claimed  Mrs.  Nettleton,    thinking  of  the 
glory  which  would  fall  upon  the  family. 

**  Jephson  won't  be  interested  when  he 
knows  that  he  won't  get  a  penny  out  of 
it,"  rejoined  the  husband  thoughtfully. 
^'I  wonder  how  it  could  have  been 
managed  so  quietly,"  he  added,  after  a 
pause.  *'  I  dare  say  he  will  be  at  us 
again  about  the  marriage.  Has  Eosie 
said  anything  ?  " 

"  No,  poor  child !  I  think  she  is  be- 
coming really  ill."  Mrs.  Nettleton  was 
beginning  to  think  that,  after  all,  it  might 
not  be  such  a  bad  thing  to  let  the  girl 
have  her  way. 

^^  Eubbish !  Harvey  tells  me  there  is 
nothing  the  matter  with  her  or  your 
father.  She  is  only  sulking,  and  I  wish 
she  would  stop  it,  for  it  is  confoundedly 
uncomfortable.  A  downright  illness  of 
some  sort  would  not  be  half  so  bad." 
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MOEE    MYSTERIES. 

It  was  true  that  Rosie  sulked ;  and  most 
people  will  agree  with  Mr.  Nettleton  that 
sulks  are  not  only  harder  to  hear  than 
real  illness,  but  become  under  certain 
circumstances  intolerable.  In  the  one 
case,  every  feeling  of  sympathy  is 
aroused ;  in  the  other,  every  feeling 
of  resentment,  without  the  power  of 
finding  anything  definite  to  resent.  You 
cannot  scold  a  person  because  the  face 
is  gloomy  and  responses  are  given  in 
uninterested  monosyllables;    or  because 
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you  are  looked  at  with  a  dull,  dogged 
stare  when  you  offer  friendly  counsel. 
Verbally  the  person  is  most  obedient, 
and  you  feel  that  the  utmost  ridicule 
w^ould  fall  upon  you  if  you  quarrelled 
about  mere  looks.  That  is  why  sulks, 
if  properly  sustained,  may  rule  a  whole 
household. 

Eosie  did  not  mean  to  be  openly 
defiant,  and  she  was  not  so  except  in 
one  particular — that  was,  she  would  not 
marry  Henry  Jephson.  To  her  father 
and  mother  she  was  obedient  in  every 
other  respect  but  that  of  being  gracious 
to  the  man  they  had  chosen  for  her 
husband.  She  had  done  her  best  to 
be  gracious  to  him  until  Linton  Foster 
had  been  forbidden  to  come  to  the  house. 
After  that  she  disliked  the  man  Jephson, 
and  could  not  conceal  the  sentiment  even 
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if  she  had  wished  to  do  so.  She  did  not 
like  him  and  could  not  help  it.  She  said, 
^'  Thank  you,"  when  he  rendered  some 
service  at  table — for  of  course  he  was  a 
frequent  guest  at  Windsor  House, — and 
said,  "  No,  thank  you,"  when  he  offered 
something  she  did  not  want.  But  every 
word  she  uttered  was  expressed  with  the 
excess  of  courtesy  which  implies  con- 
tempt. She  had  been  much  more 
friendly  in  her  conduct  towards  him 
when  Linton  had  been  a  guest  at  the 
same  time. 

Jephson  did  not  understand  that  deli- 
cacy which  inspired  the  extra  kindliness 
to  him  on  the  occasions  when  she  fancied 
he  must  be  aware  of  the  difference  with 
which  she  regarded  him  and  the  man 
who  had  secured  the  freehold  of  her 
heart. 
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Jephson  did  not  trouble  his  head  much 
about  where  her  heart  went  so  long  as 
she  was  prepared  to  perform  the  duties 
of  a  wife ;  and  the  most  important  of  all 
these  duties  was,  in  his  estimation,  to 
make  her  husband  comfortable.  When 
he  found  that  in  her  father's  house  she 
had  such  power  to  make  him  uncomfort- 
able, he  began  to  speculate  as  to  what 
would  be  the  state  of  things  when  she 
should  be  the  mistress  of  his  household, 
and  possessed  of  illimitable  power  to 
make  him  miserable  by  a  combination 
of  trifling  acts  or  omissions. 

So  he  said  to  his  partner  the  day  after 
a  little  dinner-party  at  Windsor  House — 

*^  Look  here,  Nettleton,  I  don't  think 
Bosie  is  using  me  as  I  have  a  right  to 
expect,  considering  the  position  we  are 
supposed  to  hold  to  each  other.     Every- 


.MORE   MYSTERIES.  121 

body  could  see  it  last  night  as  well  as 
me,  and  I  don't  like  to  be  made  a  fool  of 
■ — and  I  won't  either." 

**  Why,  what  has  she  done  ?  You  took 
her  in  to  dinner,  and  I  didn't  notice  her 
do  anything  to  offend  you." 

**  What  has  she  done  !  " — but  there 
Jephson  paused  with  the  exclamation ; 
for  the  bother  was  that  he  did  not  know 
how  to  explain  what  she  had  done.  At 
length  he  added,  '^  She  makes  herself 
confoundedly  disagreeable — that's  some- 
thing, I  should  say.  Any  of  the  servants 
get  more  conversation  out  of  her  than 
I  can.  A  fellow  cannot  go  on  in  that 
way,  without  having  some  explanation 
of  it." 

**  Well,  you  know  that  she  is  a  bit  out 
of  sorts  at  present,  but  she  will  be  all 
right  by-and-by,  unless  you  cut  up  rough 
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with  her  just  when  she  is  in  a  pet  about 
not  having  her  own  way.  Give  her  time, 
man,  give  her  time.'* 

^^  I  am  willing  enough  to  give  her  time, 
but  I  do  expect  her  to  be  civil." 

*'  That  is  only  fair.  I'll  speak  to  her 
myself,"  answered  the  father,  feeling  that 
the  request  was  just. 

He  did  remonstrate  with  Eosie  that 
afternoon  about  her  treatment  of  Jephson, 
and  she  said — nothing  !  Had.  he  done 
anything  to  offend  her?  She  would  not 
speak.  Was  he  not  as  good  a  match  as 
she  could  hope  to  find?  She  made  no 
reply,  but  there  was  just  the  faintest 
gleam  of  a  scornful  smile  on  her  pretty 
face  as  she  mentally  compared  Jephson 
with  Linton  Foster.  The  father  frowned, 
and  for  the  moment  felt  capable  of  any 
act    of  tyranny  that  might   be   done  to 
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compel  her  to  behave  like  a  sensible 
woman  and  an  obedient  child. 

Still,  she  would  not  speak ;  and  mnch 
as  men  have  complained  of  the  feminine 
tongue  when  it  has  been  set  in  motion, 
they  find  its  reproach  still  more  severe 
when  it  does  not  move.  To  save  him- 
self from  appearing  ridiculous  in  his  own 
eyes,  Mr.  Nettleton  was  obliged  to  order 
her  to  her  room.     She  promptly  obeyed. 

''  The  girl  is  becoming  idiotic  with 
sheer  stubbornness,"  he  said  angrily  to 
his  wife ;  ^'  and  the  end  of  it  will  be 
that  Jephson  will  throw  up  the  whole 
thing.  It  would  serve  her  right  if  he 
did — but  look  at  the  scandal  upon  us  !  " 

They  both  felt  the  enormity  of  such  a 
calamity,  and  were  willing  to  do  anything 
to  prevent  it.  They  assured  Jephson 
that  he  had  nothing  to  fear,  that  Kosie 
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would  be  all  right  in  time,  and  that 
nothing  could  affect  their  confidence  in 
the  happiness  of  the  union.  Jephson 
was  gratified,  and  the  vanity  of  the  man 
was  keenly  alive  to  the  fact  that  some 
ridicule  would  attach  to  him  if,  with 
fortune  and  her  parents  on  his  side,  he 
failed  to  overcome  the  objections  of  a 
girl  who  fancied  she  could  only  be  happy 
with  a  penniless  clerk — for  so  he  styled 
Foster. 

There  were  other  matters  continuing 
to  pnzzle  and  in  some  degree  to  dis- 
turb Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton ;  and, 
without  any  definite  reason  why,  they 
associated  Eosie's  strange  conduct  with 
them.  These  were  Daddy  Maydew's 
affairs.  His  remarkable  correspondence 
daily  increased :  there  came  letters  of 
congratulation  on  his  success  from   the 
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most  unexpected  quarters ;  and  people 
who  for  years  had  apparently  forgotten 
his  existence  suddenly  presented  them- 
selves to  inquire  about  his  health  and 
to  invite  him  to  return  their  visits. 
Combined  with  these  facts  was  the 
excited  manner  of  Daddy :  he  was 
continually  smiling,  and  seemed  to  skip 
about  as  if  his  youth  had  been  renewed 
and  he  was  enjoying  some  grand  frolic. 

Nettleton  pretended  not  to  have  ob- 
served these  things  in  his  brief  colloquies 
with  Daddy,  although  Mrs.  Nettleton 
carefully  posted  him  up  in  every  new 
phase  of  the  metamorphosis  in  her 
father's  position  and  humour.  But  his 
pretended  indifference  broke  down  when, 
on  a  Tuesday  morning,  there  came  to 
Samuel  Maydew,  Esquire,  an  invitation 
from  the  Lord  Mayor  to  a  banquet  at  the 
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Guildhall  to  be  given  to  eminent  men  of 
science.  It  had  been  one  of  the  greatest 
ambitions  of  Paul  Nettleton's  life  to  have 
an  invitation  to  a  Lord  Mayor's  banquet, 
and  hitherto  he  had  been  denied  the 
honour  which  he  was  so  thoroughly 
convinced  was  his  due.  He,  the  head 
of  ^*  The  Universal  Emporium,"  a  main- 
stay of  the  commerce  of  Great  Britain, 
had  been  left  out  in  the  cold,  whilst  this 
old  man  who  lived  in  his  garret  was 
deemed  worthy  of  the  distinction  ! 

To  the  amazement  of  Daddy,  his  son- 
in-law  appeared  in  the  garret.  More 
than  that,  he  sat  down,  and  although 
evidently  put  out  on  some  account,  he 
was  in  a  kindly  mood. 

**Hope  I  don't  disturb  you,  Daddy?" 
he  said  courteously. 

^^  Not  a  bit — how  could  you  think  so  ? 
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Glad  to  see  you,  I  am  sure.     You  don't 
often  come  upstairs." 

Daddy  spoke  gleefully,  for  lie  was  just 
putting  the  finishing  touch  to  that 
machine  which  was  to  revolutionize  the 
cloth  manufacture  of  the  country  and  to 
realize  millions  for  Rosie. 

**  Well,  I  thought  I  might  be  disturbing 
you,  because  I  have  heard  that  men  like 
you  are  so  easily  turned  off  the  rails,  and 
I  didn't  want  to  do  that." 

*'Ah,"  rephed  Daddy,  thoughtfully, 
*'  if  you  could  put  me  off  the  rails,  the 
fact  of  your  saying  you  did  not  want  to 
do  it  would  not  matter  much.  Once 
interrupted,  your  going  or  staying  is  of 
no  consequence ;  but  your  saying  that 
you  don't  want  to  interrupt  puts  me  in 
the  unpleasant  ^x  of  having  to  say  that 
you  have  done  it,  or  of  having  to  spare 
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your  feelings  and  my  own  by  telling  a 
fib.  However,  don't  be  uneasy;  at 
present  it  is  all  right.  I  have  got  the 
machine  all  but  perfect.  .  .  .  Look  at 
it!" 

^'  I  cannot  stop  for  that  just  now," 
answered  Nettleton,  without  heeding  the 
lesson  Daddy  had  been  reading  him.  '^  I 
want  you  to  answer  a  question — What's 
up?" 

^'  How  do  you  mean  ?  "  rejoined  Daddy, 
surprised  by  the  sharp  tone  in  which  the 
question  was  put.  '^  Is  there  anything 
wrong  ?  " 

*'  I  hope  not,"  replied  Nettleton,  with 
a  quiet  smile  at  what  he  regarded  as  the 
attempt  of  the  inventor  to  hoodwink  him 
at  the  start.  ^*  I  only  want  to  know  what 
is  the  meaning  of  all  these  goings-on.  I 
think  I  have  some  right  to  know.     You 
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don't    get    an    invitation    to    the    Lord 
Mayor's  banquet  for  nothing." 

"  It's  a  great  honour,  a  great  surprise," 
was  the  humble  answer ;  "  but  it  is  not 
of  much  consequence  to  me,  as  you  see  I 
cannot  accept  it." 

^*  Cannot  go!" — no  number  of  excla- 
mation marks  would  suffice  to  indicate 
the  bewilderment  of  Mr.  Nettleton  at  the 
idea  of  a  man  receiving  such  an  invitation 
and  calmly  saying  he  could  not  accept  it. 

**  No ;  what  would  an  old  fellow  like 
me  do  there  ?  Besides,  I  want  to  satisfy 
myself  about  this  machine^  and  banquets 
are  not  in  my  way.  But  if  you  can 
manage  to  pass,  why  should  not  you  go 
instead?" 

"Eubbish!"  said  Mr.  Nettleton,  im- 
patiently; but  there  was  a  sudden  glow 
in  his  breast  at  the  thought  of  being  able 
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to  attain  tlie  object  of  his  ambition  even 
in  this  way.  **  What  I  want  to  know  is 
about  all  these  letters — all  these  callers. 
What's  np  ?  I  say  again." 

Daddy  rubbed  his  hands  with  pleasure. 

"  Is  it  not  very  kind  of  everybody  ? 
They  are  interested  in  my  machine  at 
last — that  is,  they  say  so.  Maybe  it  is 
only  because  I  am  an  old  curiosity;  but 
we'll  see — we'll  soon  see." 

'^  What  is  going  to  happen  ?  " 

Daddy  shook  his  head,  smiling  at  his 
son-in-law. 

'^  I  am  not  to  tell  that  until  it  is  all 
settled.  Now,  don't  try  to  persuade  me, 
because   I   shall    not   tell    you   anything 


more." 


^^  Then  something  is  going  to  happen?  " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it ;    something   that   I 

have   set    my  whole    heart    upon.     But 
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don't  worry  yourself  about  it,  Paul.  You 
will  learn  in  good  time,  as  I  said  to  Jane 
— in  good  time." 

*'And  you  still  mean  to  keep  to  tliat 
resolution  of  giving  everything  to  a 
stranger,  unless " 

**  Oh,  that  arrangement  has  been  made 
long  ago.  Please  don't  let  us  open  up 
old  scores." 

Nettleton  could  make  nothing  of  him, 
and  he  told  his  wife. 

^^I  know  how  we  shall  find  it  all  out," 
she  said  promptly.  ^^  We'll  ask  Foster 
and  his  friend  Seton  to  dinner.  I'll  get 
it  out  of  them  if  there  is  anything  in  it, 
and  it  will  do  no  harm  to  let  Jephson  feel 
that  we  are  not  his  abject  slaves  inKosie's 
settlement.  I  did  not  like  the  way  he 
spoke  to  you  the  last  time  he  was  here." 

"  I  did  not  like  it  myself ;  but  we  must 
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be  cautious.  It  would  never  do  to  break 
v^ith  him  unless  we  had  very  good  grounds 
for  doing  it — very  good  grounds  indeed." 

Still,  Linton  Foster  and  George  Seton 
came  to  dinner.  Jephson  was  not  there, 
although  he  had,  as  a^  matter  of  course, 
received  an  invitation.  Mrs.  Nettleton 
had  in  the  most  considerate  way  informed 
him  that  Mr.  Foster  was  to  be  one  of  the 
party,  and,  as  she  calculated,  ^'the  Other 
One "  would  not  join  it.  He  had  his 
revenge,  however,  by  leaving  her  in 
doubt  and  spoiling  the  dinner  by  keep- 
ing it  waiting  more  than  half  an  hour 
for  his  arrival.  He  had  accepted  the 
invitation,  but  in  such  conditional  phrase 
that  he  was  expected  and  yet  could 
appeal  to  his  letter  to  excuse  his  non- 
appearance. 

Eosie   was    happy   again :    the   colour 
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returned  to  her  cheeks,  the  hghtness  to 
her  step.  The  parents  observed  the 
agreeable  change,  although  their  whole 
minds  were  bent  on  keeping  the  lovers 
apart  and  on  coaxing  out  of  Foster  and 
Seton  the  explanation  of  Daddy's  mys- 
terious ways.  But  all  that  Mrs.  Nettle- 
ton  could  extract  from  Foster  was  a 
smile,  a  discreet  shake  of  the  head,  and 
this  apology,  uttered  in  a  tone  of  much 
regret : — 

^*  You  must  excuse  me,  Mrs.  Nettle  ton ; 
I  am  not  at  liberty  to  speak  of  Mr. 
May  dew's  affairs  at  present." 

All  that  her  husband  could  get  out  of 
Seton  was  a  confidential  whisper,  accom- 
panied by  a  nod  of  congratulation — 

"  There's    a    big    thing    on.     But — ■ 
mum's  the  word." 

During    the    evening,    the    host    and 


134  ONE   OF  HIS  INVENTIONS. 

hostess  were  conscious  that  the  person 
who  was  of  most  importance  in  the  eyes 
of  all  the  guests  was  Daddy.  He,  good 
man,  had  little  to  say ;  but  he  was  in 
excellent  humour,  and  constantly  dis- 
covering most  entertaining  jokes  which 
were  quite  invisible  to  his  daughter  and 
son-in-law. 

There  were  never  two  people  more 
distressed  in  mind  by  their  position  than 
were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton  in  this 
singular  period  of  their  lives.  There 
was  Jephson  continually  snarling ;  Eosie 
always  sulking,  except  when  she  had  a 
chance  of  seeing  Foster;  and  Daddy  for 
ever  grinning  and  rubbing  his  hands  with 
a  glee,  the  reason  for  which  he  kept  all 
to  himself.  But  worse  was  to  come. 
Jephson  began  to  pay  such  marked  atten- 
tions   to    the    bouncing    daughter   of    a 
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wealthy  builder  and  contractor,  that  in 
the  wide  circle  of  ^^  The  Universal  Em- 
porium"  the  rumour  speedily  grew  loud 
that  Miss  Nettleton  had  been  jilted. 
This  they  might  have  treated  with  scorn ; 
but  the  worst  came  soon  afterwards,  in 
the  shape  of  Jephson  himself  carrying 
a  large  bundle  of  letters  and  postcards, 
which  he  flung  down  on  the  table  before 
the  astonished  eyes  of  Kosie's  parents. 

**  I  want  to  know  what  is  the  meaning 
of  all  this  ?  "  he  said,  trying  to  hide  his 
cruelly  wounded  vanity  under  a  cool 
sneering  manner.  ^*  I  cannot  stand  it 
any  longer.  I  should  like  to  know  at 
once  how  many  people  there  are  who 
may  expect  me  to  lend  them  five  pounds 
because  I  am  going  to  marry  your 
daughter,  and  so  become,  as  they  are 
pleased  to  say,  their  '  dear  relative.'  " 
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The  poor  man's  irritation  was  excus- 
able. He  had  been  badgered  nearly  out 
of  his  life  by  visits  and  letters ;  for  it 
seemed  as  if  all  the  needy  relations  of 
numerous  generations  of  Nettletons  and 
Maydews  had  combined  to  claim  an 
interest  in  his  anticipated  kinship  and 
a  share  in  his  purse. 

*^  You  need  not  pay  any  attention  to 
them,"  answered  the  bewildered  Nettle- 
ton  ;  he  had  never  before  known  that  his 
kindred  was  so  extensive.  ^'You  cannot 
expect  us  to  be  responsible  for  every 
begging-letter  writer.  Pay  no  attention, 
and  they'll  soon  drop  it.  They  never 
bother  me." 

^'  It  might  be  as  well  to  drop  the  whole 
connection,"  suggested  Jephson  bitterly. 

*'  "We  didn't  ask  you  to  marry  our 
daughter,"     ejaculated     Mrs.     Nettleton 
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with  temper,  and  growing  very  yellow 
indeed.  ''  You  begged  that  we  should 
allow  you  to  have  her,  and  we  consented. 
If  you  think  it's  a  favour  you  are  grant- 
ing, I  should  think  that  the  sooner  we 
drop  the  whole  connection  the  better. 
Eosie  will  be  glad  enough  to  do  it." 

Jephson  had  not  been  prepared  for 
such  an  outburst,  and  still  less  prepared 
to  find  himself  taken  so  promptly  at  his 
word. 

*/  Pardon,  madam,  I  did  not  mean  to 
say  anything  that  might  be  in  the  least 
disrespectful.  But  this  is  annoying. 
Why,  the  servants  at  the  house  and  the 
clerks  at  the  office  are  laughing  at  me, 
on  account  of  the  queer  customers  who 
are  calling  for  me  at  every  hour  of  the 
day." 

Mr.   Nettleton's   pride  was    as    much 
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hurt  as  that  of  his  wife,  but  her  inter- 
ruption allowed  him  breathing  space,  in 
which  he  recollected  that  he  was  dealing 
with  his  partner  in  business — a  man  of 
substance,  not  ideas  ;  and  so  he  answered 
calmly,  with  thorough  sympathy  on  the 
one  point — 

*^  It  is  most  annoying,  Mr.  Jephson. 
I  have  been  looking  at  some  of  these 
letters,  and,  having  gone  through  a 
similar  experience  myself,  I  can  only 
repeat  that  the  writers  will  soon  stop 
bothering  if  you  pay  no  attention  to 
them.     As  for  the  other  matter " 

*'  I  can  put  the  letters  in  the  fire  easily 
enough,"  interrupted  Jephson;  **  but  I 
can't  do  that  with  the  writers  when  they 
come  to  the  house  or  the  office." 

*'  I  am  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  their 
audacity,"  Nettleton  continued,  as  if  he 
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were  addressing  a  vestry  meeting ;  *^  but 
I  observe  that  every  one  of  tJiese  letteiB 
begins  in  much  the  same  terms,  namely, 
that,  having  been  assured  by  one  who 
knows  you  well  that  you  are  not  only 
rich,  but  a  man  of  most  generous,  open- 
handed  nature,  they  hope — and  so  on. 
Now,  the  person  who  gave  these  people 
that  assurance  is  the  cause  of  your 
annoyance.     We  did  not  do  it." 

Neither  the  speaker  nor  the  listener 
was  conscious  of  the  sarcasm  expressed 
in  this  argument.  Jephson  took  it  as 
a  compHment,  and  declared  that  he 
wished  to  be  generous ;  at  the  same 
time,  he  could  not  support  a  whole  popu- 
lation. 

*'  I  should  be  very  sorry  if  any  such 
necessity  was  imposed  on  you  through 
your  relationship  with  our  family,"  con- 
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tinned  Nettleton,  with  the  same  bland 
tones  in  whicli  lie  had  been  wont,  in 
former  days,  to  assure  a  customer  that 
he  was  offering  a  bargain.  *'  And  as  you 
are  apparently  desirous  to  break  off  your 
engagement  with  our  daughter,  we  shall 
consider  the  affair  at  an  end  from  this 
moment.  We  will  make  the  fact  known 
to  her  at  once." 

*'  Oh,  if  you  take  it  that  way,  so  let 
it  be,"  returned  Jephson,  his  vanity  again 
in  the  ascendant,  and  the  bouncing 
daughter  of  the  wealthy  contractor  in 
prospect. 

''So  let  it  be,"  echoed  Nettleton; 
*'  and  I  am  glad  we  have  been  able  to 
arrange  so  amicably  a  delicate  matter 
which  often  provokes  much  ill-feeling. 
We  remain  friends  in  spite  of  this 
misunderstanding." 
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*'  Of  course.  I  don't  see  why  we 
should  not  be  friends.  And  for  myself, 
I  have  only  to  say  that  if  the  young  lady 
wishes  the  engagement  to  hold  good,  I 
am  ready  to  stick  to  it." 

'^  You  needn't  give  that  a  second 
thought,"  broke  in  Mrs.  Nettleton, 
sharply.  *'  She  never  wanted  it,  as  you 
are  aware — she  never  looked  on  it  as  an 
engagement." 

*^  Thank  you.  Then,  the  thing  is  over, 
and  we  are  satisfied  all  round." 

After  he  had  gone — 

^'  I  hope  we  have  not  made  a  mistake, 
Jane,"  observed  Nettleton,  frowning  as  if 
somebody  had  forced  him  to  act  contrary 
to  his  own  judgment. 

"I'm  sure  we  have  not.  We  should 
have  quarrelled  with  him  in  any  case,  and 
it  is  better  now  than  after.     Besides,  the 
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position  of  Mr.  Foster  is  different  from 
what  it  was  when  we  set  our  faces  against 
him;  and,  as  Kosie  is  so  taken  up  with 
him,  it  will  be  more  comfortable  for  us  to 
let  her  have  her  way." 

*^  Yes,  that  will  be  a  relief,  for  she  has 
made  the  house  unpleasant  enough  to 
make  me  wish  her  out  of  it  under  any 
conditions." 

When  Mr.  Jephson  got  into  the  hall, 
some  one  grasped  him  nervously  by  the 
sleeve.     It  was  Daddy. 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  you  very  par- 
ticularly, Mr.  Jephson,"  he  said  in  a 
hurried  whisper. 

**  Haven't  time  now,  Mr.  Mayhew.  I 
am  in  a  hurry." 

He  snatched  up  his  hat,  and  made  for 
the  door,  which  the  servant  was  holding 
open. 
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*'  Oh,  I'll  walk  out  with  yon.  I  can 
tell  you  as  we  go  along — it  won't  take 
more  than  two  minutes  to  explain." 

Jephson  walked  fast  across  the  Rye, 
and  Daddy  trotted  beside  him,  talking 
earnestly,  but  spasmodically,  owing  to  the 
pace  he  was  obliged  to  maintain. 

*^  I  have  been  waiting  for  a  chance  to 
speak  to  you  ever  since  you  came  this 
afternoon.  As  soon  as  I  heard  your 
knock,  I  said  to  myseK,  ^  There's  the  man 
who  will  help  me  over  this  difficulty.'  " 

At  the  word  '*  difficulty,"  Jephson 
quickened  his  steps  and  ground  his  teeth. 

'^  It's  only  a  little  thing  that  is  wanted 
to  finish  the  machine,"  Daddy  went  on  ; 
*'but  there  is  no  use  speaking  to  Nettle- 
ton — he  doesn't  believe  in  anything.  Now 
you  do,  Mr.  Jephson ;  and  if  you  could 
only  lend  me  a  few  pounds ' ' 
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^*  Go  to  the  devil !  "  shouted  JeJ)hson, 
and  fairly  ran  away  from  the  old  man. 

Daddy  halted,  and  stood  for  a  few 
minutes  looking  after  him,  grinning  as 
if  something  peculiarly  amusing  had 
happened. 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 

THE    SECEET    OUT. 

Although  impervious  to  everything  like 
sentiment,  Mr.  Nettleton  could  not  help 
admitting  to  himself  that  there  was  a 
decided  improvement  in  his  household 
comfort  from  the  moment  Kosie  learned 
that  she  was  to  be  no  longer  pestered 
about  Mr.  Jephson,  and  that  Foster  might 
call  when  he  pleased. 

What  made  the  difference  Mr.  Nettle- 
ton  could  not  understand  :  his  coffee  in 
the  morning  had  the  same  attention  at 
one  time  as  the  other  ;  his  dinner  was  not 

VOL.  III.  L 
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a  bit  better  cooked  now  tban  before.  Yet 
there  was  a  difference,  and  he  felt  it. 
He  did  not  think  it  could  be  altogether 
owing  to  the  smiles  he  now  saw  on 
Eosie's  face  instead  of  the  sulks  which 
had  irritated  him  so  ;  or  to  the  fact  that 
she  greeted  him  with  ^'  dear  papa  "  and  a 
loudly  pronounced  kiss,  as  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  do  before  this  worry  began. 
His  wife,  too,  seemed  to  be  gentler  in 
manner  and  voice,  and  she  rarely  revealed 
the  yellow  tinge  of  irritability.  He  even 
fancied  that  he  got  on  better  with 
Jephson  in  the  office  than  he  had  been 
doing  for  some  time  in  their  strained 
relationship  of  prospective  father-  and 
son-in-law.  Whatever  the  cause,  there 
was  undoubtedly  the  change ;  and  he 
found  himself  speaking  at  the  vestry 
meetings  and  at  the  fortnightly  gatherings 
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of  the  young  people  attached  to  '^  The 
Universal  Emporium  "  with  an  eloquence 
which  astounded  himself.  It  was  a  change 
as  delightful  as  it  was  mysterious. 

Mrs.  Nettleton  experienced  the  same 
sensations,  and  even  Mrs.  Barry  ceased 
to  trouble  her.  Bat  she  had  an  idea  of 
the  meaning  of  it. 

*'  It's  because  we  are  all  going  on  so 
nice  together,"  she  said,  with  a  benignant 
smile,  as  if  she  were  conscious  of  having  * 
done  her  duty  in  bringing  it  all  about. 
*^  Eosie's  happy  now,  with  Linton  coming 
whenever  he  likes  and  going  to  be  married 
as  soon  as  they  please.  Then,  you  see, 
he  is  a  great  deal  more  respectful  to  you 
and  me  than  Jephson  ever  was — I  won- 
der how  we  could  ever  have  thought  so 
much  of  him  ;  and  it's  a  comfort  to  think 
he's  as  rich  as  him  any  day,  and  likely  to 
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be  richer,  not  to  mention  that  he  can 
speak  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  himself  at 
those  engineer  meetings." 

There   was    something    in   this   which 
Nettleton  could  understand,  and  he  cor- 
dially shared  his  wife's  satisfaction.     At 
the  same  time,  there  was  a  vague  feeling 
of  displeasure   occasionally  in   his   mind 
because   Daddy   would    explain    nothing 
about  his  inventions,  and  would  not  give 
him    a   chance   of  buying   at   advantage 
shares  in  the  company  which  was  being 
formed,     and    of    becoming    a   director. 
Daddy   always   said    that    the    company 
being  formed  consisted,  for  the  present, 
of  only  two  people,  and  that  Linton  had 
and  would  have  a  big  share  in  it.    Nettle- 
ton  was  obliged  to  be  content  with  this 
assurance,  although  the  curious  smile  on 
Daddy's  face  perplexed  him  very  much. 
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It  seemed  a  simple  smile  ;  and  yet  it 
suggested  great  self-content  and  trium- 
phant cunning.  But  what  did  the  old 
man's  playful  mystery  matter  when 
Linton  Foster  cheerfully  signed  the 
settlements  prepared  by  Mr.  Nettleton's 
own  solicitor  under  Mr.  Nettleton's  per- 
sonal instructions  ?  The  settlements 
assigned  everything  Eosie  possessed,  or 
might  after  inherit  (it  was  before  the 
Married  Women's  Property  Act),  to  her 
own  sole  use  and  to  be  at  her  disposal  in 
every  way. 

"  You  might  add  to  it,"  said  Linton, 
with  full  heart  and  bright  eyes,  ^'  that 
everything  I  may  possess  is  under  her 
control  for  her  sole  use  if  she  pleases.  We 
shall  have  no  squabbles  on  that  score." 

Nothing  could  be  more  satisfactory 
than  this ;  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton 
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privately  congratulated  themselves  on 
the  happy  choice  of  a  husband  Kosie  had 
made,  especially  when  it  was  taken  into 
consideration  that  he  was  quite  as  rich 
as  the  one  they  had  chosen  for  her. 

Daddy  was  an  object  of  much  solicitude 
in  Windsor  House  throughout  the  period 
of  these  arrangements.  He  might  have 
brought  his  models  into  the  drawing- 
room  if  he  had  chosen,  for  his  daughter 
and  her  husband  were  anxious  to  please 
him  in  every  respect.  But  Daddy  con- 
tinued to  receive  their  favours  with 
humble  gratitude,  whilst  he  refused  to 
leave  his  garret. 

^'  You  see,  it  has  been  my  home  for 
years,"  he  said,  looking  affectionately 
round  at  his  numerous  models  which  had 
been  so  long  regarded  as  useless  toys,  but 
which  were  now  dignified  by  the  title  of 
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great  inventions,  ^'  and  I  can't  bear  to 
leave  it.  I  have  all  my  things  about  me, 
and  can  work  at  them  without  feeling 
that  I  am  disturbing  anybody."  Then 
he  would  add,  as  if  half  regretting  the 
possible  change,  ^^  Maybe  I  shall  go  to 
Eosie,  by-and-by.  You  see,  Linton  has 
a  notion  of  these  sort  of  things,  and  talks 
of  fitting  up  a  regular  workshop  for  me 
with  all  sorts  of  lathes  and  useful  tools. 
.  .  .  But  I  don't  think  I'll  go,  unless  you. 
turn  me  out." 

At  that  ridiculous  notion  of  turning 
the  old  man  out  there  would  be  a  hearty 
laugh,  and  Nettleton  would  say — 

''All  right;  if  you  wait  till  then  you 
will  see  us  both  in  Nunhead." 

Foster,  backed  up  by  Daddy,  was  eager 
to  have  the  wedding-day  fixed  at  once. 
Eosie,  blushing,  only  said — 
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^^I  would  like  to  do  what  Linton 
wishes." 

To  Nettleton,  Foster  said — 

**  I  think  I  can  find  bread  and  cheese 
for  her  in  the  meanwhile,  and,  by-and-by, 
perhaps  butter." 

Nettleton  smiled  with  self-satisfaction, 
chuckling  at  the  thought  which  he  ex- 
pressed to  himself  in  this  way  : — 

"  What  a  sly  young  dog  he  thinks 
himself !  He  doesn't  know  that  I  know 
what  I  know.  What  fools  they  must 
think  Jane  and  I  are  !  " 

So  the  wedding-day  was  fixed;  and, 
although  it  was  much  against  the  will 
of  Mrs.  Nettleton,  it  was  agreed  that  the 
ceremony  should  be  gone  through  with- 
out any  of  the  ordinary  fussification.  No 
stream  of  carriages,  no  grand  breakfast, 
no   speeches   (how  Nettleton  winced  at 
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the  loss  of  this  grand  opportunity  to 
display  his  eloquence !),  and  no  show  of 
bridal  gifts  were  to  be  allowed.  The 
only  outsiders  who  were  to  be  present 
at  the  ceremony  were  George  Seton,  the 
architect,  and  one  of  Kosie's  cousins. 

After  much  discussion,  the  parents  of 
the  bride  agreed  to  this  arrangement, 
consoling  themselves  by  inviting  a  large 
number  of  guests  to  a  dinner-party  in 
the  evening  to  celebrate  the  event. 

George  Seton  was  not  personally 
known  to  anybody  present  except  the 
family ;  but  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nettleton  had 
managed  to  make  every  one  aware  that 
he  was  the  son  of  Alderman  Seton,  who 
would  soon  be  Lord  Mayor.  There  was 
accordingly  a  general  murmur  of  satis- 
faction when  he  rose  to  propose  the 
health  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 
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It  was  such  a  speech !  Seton  was  a 
young  man  whose  nature  and  position 
inclined  him  to  rhodomontade,  and  whose 
kindly  heart  always  sought  the  best  side 
of  everything.  So  he  painted  in  glowing 
colours  the  future  of  the  two  people  who 
had  been  that  day  launched,  as  he  said, 
on  the  ocean  of  fehcity.  Of  the  lady, 
he  need  say  nothing.  Of  Linton  Foster, 
his  schoolmate  and  friend,  he  could  say, 
that  amongst  all  the  men  he  knew, 
amongst  all  the  men  he  had  read  of,  there 
was  not  one  who  possessed  in  a  greater 
degree  the  power  of  doing  the  right  thing 
at  the  right  time  than  the  gentleman 
who  had  been  so  happy  as  to  take  away 
the  darling  of  their  hosts.  There  they 
were,  smiling  upon  them.  Did  they  not 
deserve  to  have  such  a  son  and  such  a 
daughter  ?      It    was    quite    beyond    his 
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power  to  express  the  pleasure  he  felt  in 
being  present  at  such  a  ceremony;  for 
they  must  understand  that  it  was  not 
merely  the  union  of  two  young  people 
who  were  fond  of  each  other,  but  the 
climax  of  a  great  invention. 

Then  Mr.  Nettleton  found  his  oppor- 
tunity. He  had  never  thought  Seton 
such  a  fine  fellow  as  at  that  moment. 
He  was  aglow  with  admiration  of  that 
eloquent  speaker — and  of  himself.  He  • 
had  no  words  in  which  to  express  his 
own  humility  and  his  deep  sense  of 
respect  for  the  gentleman  who  had  spoken 
so  kindly  of  him,  and  of  the  lady  who 
had  made  his  life  so  happy  and  pros- 
perous (all  who  were  there  would  know 
how  much  he  was  indebted  to  her  for 
his  success)  ;  he  was  only  able  to  say  at 
that   moment — for   a  moment  hke   that 


156  OXE   OF  HIS   INVENTIONS. 

came  seldom  in  a  lifetime — and  it  was 
only  possible  to  say  that  lie  was  deeply 
sensible  of  the  obligation  lie  owed,  not 
only  to  his  wife,  but  to  her  father.  There 
sat  the  grand  old  man  (Daddy  rubbed 
his  hands  and  chuckled  as  if  very  much 
pleased  with  himself).  He  had  taught 
them  the  greatest  lesson  which  man  or 
woman  had  ever  learned — -he  had  taught 
them  to  respect  the  noble  endeavours  of 
a  noble  man.  He  had  taught  them  to 
respect  the  riches  of  intellect  and  to 
set  aside,  for  the  time  being,  the 
contemptible  question  of  a  bank  account. 
He  trusted  that  nobody  there  would  think 
the  less  of  his  dear  son-in-law,  because 
he  thus  rudely  referred  to  the  fact  that 
he  was  not  a  rich  man — indeed,  he  knew 
that  everybody  there  would  appreciate 
the  feeling  which  he  expressed  in  these 
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words — man  made  the  money,  and  not 
money  the  man.  He  had  himself,  as 
they  all  knew,  hegun  life  in  humble 
circumstances,  and  he  had  risen  by  his 
own  exertions  to  what  he  was.  He  had 
no  doubt  that  his  son-in-law  would  not 
only  obtain  wealth,  but  distinction,  such 
as  had  been  denied  to  him. 

^'  Great  distinction,"  chuckled  Daddy, 
"  great  distinction ;  everybody  here  will  be 
proud  of  having  shaken  hands  with  him.". 

"  As  my  worthy  friend,  the  father  of 
Mrs.  Nettleton,  observes,  he  is  certain  to 
obtain  great  distinction,"  continued  Mr. 
Nettleton,  his  fingers  playing  nervously 
with  his  watch-chain.  ^^  I  have  watched 
his  career  for  a  number  of  years,  and — I 
hope  you  will  not  misunderstand  me  in 
alluding  to  one  so  near  and  dear  to  me  as 
Mr.  Maydew — I  have  learned  from  that 
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gentleman  to  appreciate  Mr.  Foster  prO' 
perly.  Mr.  Maydew,  I  should  tell  you, 
lias  been  too  long  hiding  his  light  under 
a  bushel ;  but  it  has  been  discovered  at 
last,  and  you  will  all  soon  learn  that  he 
is  a  man  of  mark.  That,  however,  is  a 
matter  apart  from  my  present  purpose — 
which  is  simply  to  express  my  cordial 
reciprocation  of  your  good  wishes.  I 
have  not  said  anything  like  what  I  feel ; 
but  I  am  sure  you  will  appreciate  all  that 
I  mean  ;  and  that  you  will  believe  at  least 
in  this — that  Mrs.  Nettleton  and  I  are 
proud  to  see  you  here  on  this  occasion. 
Mr.  Seton,  as  the  groomsman,  will  speak 
for  my  son-in-law," 

Then  there  were  great  clinking  of 
glasses  and  murmurs  of  applause,  which 
was  too  polite  to  be  spoken  aloud.  Then 
George  Seton  got  up  again. 
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*^  I  suppose  I  represent  the  bridegroom. 
But  I  can  only  imagine  how  warmly  he 
would  express  his  gratitude  to  you  for 
your  congratulations,  and  how  earnestly 
he  would  tell  you  that  everything  in  his 
power  should  be  done  to  realize  some  of 
your  good  wishes  for  the  future  of  his 
young  wife.  Most  of  you  know  what  a 
fellow's  feelings  are  in  this  position,  and 
we  poor  bachelors  hope  to  know  them 
some  day.  So,  I  need  only  say,  Linton 
Foster  thanks  you  and  drinks  to  you." 

At  that  there  were  pleasant  smiles,  and 
glasses  went  to  the  lips  in  cordial  re- 
sponse. 

*^Now,  as  to  my  friend  Mr.  Maydew," 
Seton  proceeded,  ^'let  me  tell  you  he  is 
the  most  remarkable  man  of  the  present 
century — although  he  doesn't  know  it." 

*' Yes,    he    does,"     muttered    Daddy, 
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"  yes,  he  does — knows  it  quite  well;  mnch 
more  remarkable  man  than  anybody  else 
thinks." 

But  he  was  chuckling  to  himself  all  the 
time,  as  usual,  seeing  some  joke  which  he 
fancied  nobody  else  could  see. 

When  Seton  was  going  away  that 
evening,  he  grasped  Daddy's  hand  very 
warmly,  saying — 

^^  You  will  hear  something  that  will 
astonish  you  in  a  few  days." 

*'  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Daddy, 
quite  as  warmly.  ^^  I  shall  learn  that 
Jane  and  Paul  are  contented." 

Daddy  went  on  talking  to  himself  and 
rubbing  his  hands,  still  seeing  jokes  which 
nobody  else  could  see ;  and  Nettleton 
went  on  gleefully  enjoying  the  joke  which 
he  could  see — that  he  had  married  h:s 
daughter  to  a  richer  man  than  Jephson. 
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But — the  day  of  reckoning  came.  It 
was  discovered  that  there  was  no  fifty 
thousand  pounds  forthcoming  from  the 
sale  of  the  window- cleaner  or  the  other 
machines,  and  that  Linton  Foster  was 
not  a  penny  richer  than  he  had  been  in 
the  beginning.  Then  came  Paul  Nettle- 
ton  up  to  the  garret,  as  Daddy  had  ex- 
pected, with  white  face,  but,  as  he  had 
not  expected,  gentle  manner.  And  in- 
stead of  being  very  angry  with  him,  he 
laid  a  hand  softly  on  his  shoulder,  and 
he  used  the  word  which  he  used  so 
seldom  : — 

'^  Daddy,  what  is  the  meaning  of 
this?" 

And  Daddy  seemed  to  realize  the 
change  in  his  son-in-law.  He  rose,  and 
taking  off  his  old  faded  cap,  he  bowed 
and  said — 
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**  Paul,  it  is  one  of  my  inventions.'' 
The  man  looked  stern  for  a  moment ; 
then  clasped  both  his  hands  and  went 
away.  He,  too,  understood.  He  had 
learned  that  love  was  more  than  money — 
he  had  learned  that  in  his  whole  life  he 
had  never  obtained  so  large  a  profit  as  he 
had  gained  from  this  simple  device  of  the 
old  man,  in  teaching  him  that  happiness 
was  obtained  by  love  alone. 

When  Seton  said,  ^'  You  will  hear 
something  that  will  astonish  you  in  a  few 
days,"  he  did  not  understand  the  mean- 
ing which  Daddy  put  upon  the  words. 
Daddy's  notion  was  simply  what  he  said 
— that  he  would  hear,  and  be  delighted  to 
hear,  that  his  son-in-law  and  his  daughter 
would  be  contented.  But  although  that 
astonishment  had  been  very  complete  in 
itself,  making  him  as  happy  as  if  he  had 
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really  gained  a  fortune,  Seton's  words 
had  another  meaning. 

The  second  meaning  came  in  the  shape 
of  a  tall  gentleman,  whose  name  was 
announced  as  Colonel  Brown.  He  was 
very  carefully  dressed  in  all  respects, 
except  that,  instead  of  the  ordinary 
chimney-pot  hat,  he  used  a  wideawake 
which  he  carried  under  his  arm  as  he 
entered  the  garret. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  come  on  a  most  important 
mission,  and  I  am  real  proud  to  shake 
hands  with  you."  At  that  he  grasped 
Daddy  by  the  hand  coldly,  although  he 
evidently  meant  to  be  earnest  enough. 
"  I  come  to  tell  you  that  we  have  made  a 
big  thing  with  that  affair  of  yours." 

Daddy  looked  at  the  man  in  surprise, 
mingled  with  a  kind  of  awe,  as  if  he  had 
heen  favoured  with  a  visit  from  Mephis- 
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topheles.  The  man  came  in  so  quietly, 
looked  so  thin  and  hard,  and  yet  said 
such  nice  things.  Then  there  was  a  kind 
of  bursting  sensation  in  his  breast,  as  he 
asked  himself  the  question,  *'  Can  it  be 
that  at  last  something  I  have  done  has 
made  a  mark  ?  '^  Next  he  said  to  his 
visitor  in  a  very  humble,  tremulous 
tone — 

^^  I  don't  quite  understand,  Colonel 
Brown.     What  is  the  big  thing  ?  " 

Colonel  Brown  was  incapable  of  ex- 
pressing astonishment ;  but  he  did  lift  his 
eyebrows  and  regard  Daddy  with  a  kind 
of  pity. 

^' Well,  sir,  you  are  the  very  first  man 
who  ever  made  a  fortune  and  didn't  know 
it.  The  machines  are  going  all  over  the 
States,  and  I  am  to  start  the  new  com- 
pany which  is  to  work  them  here.     But  I 
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guess  you're  wanting  to  have  a  little  joke 
with  me." 

**  I — hope  you  are  not  joking  with  me," 
gasped  Daddy. 

**  No,  sir;  I  never  joke,"  said  the 
colonel,  with  an  expression  which  indi- 
cated that  he  could  not  if  he  would. 
*^  But  if  you  are  in  any  doubt  about  the 
matter,  your  agents,  Foster  and  Seton, 
will  satisfy  you  of  the  genuineness  of 
these  drafts  which  I  have  got  to  hand 
over  to  you." 

Daddy  took  the  papers  with  trembling 
fingers,  and  then  stared  helplessly  at  this 
strange  visitor.  *'  Is  he  the  devil,  and  is 
he  wanting  to  buy  my  soul  ? "  was  his 
next  mental  query.     Then  aloud — 

"You — you  don't  want  anything  par- 
ticular from  me  for  these  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  sir,  except  your  receipt  duly 
stamped." 
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'^  There's  nothing  behind  it,  is  there  ? 
You  don't  want  to  come  upon  me 
afterwards  for  anything  else  ?  " 

^^I  don't  know  that  there  can  be  any- 
thing I  could  come  upon  you  for,  except 
improvements  upon  the  machines.  That's 
a  fact." 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  said  Daddy,  hastily. 
*' Excuse  me,  I  am  a  little  excited.  I'll 
be  with  you  in  a  minute." 

Daddy  shouted  at  the  top  of  the  stair- 
case with  a  voice  that  alarmed  the  whole 
household. 

^'  Jane  —  Paul  —  Jane  —  Paul  —  come 
here ! " 

And  they  came,  and  Daddy  placed  in 
Nettleton's  hands  the  drafts  he  had  just 
received,  whilst  the  colonel  stood  by  with 
something  like  a  frown  on  his  face. 
But  Daddy  turned  to   him,  and  taking 
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his  hand,  led  him  towards  his  amazed 
daughter  and  her  husband. 

''He  brought  them,  Paul;  it  has  come 
at  last.     There's  Eosie's  fortune." 

A  few  words  between  the  two  men  of 
business  enabled  Nettleton  to  realize  the 
whole  position.  Then,  when  his  wife  had 
done  hugging  and  kissing  her  father,  he 
said  quietly — 

"  I  am  glad  of  this,  Daddy,  because  it 
makes  you  glad.  I  suppose  this  is  what 
Seton  meant  and  you  did  not  know  it, 
but  you  gave  us  the  true  fortune  before 
this  arrived.  However,"  he  added,  with 
a  smile,  ''  I  have  no  doubt  the  young 
people  will  have  no  objection  to  this  one." 

"  Yes,"  said  Daddy,  drooping  his  head, 
''  I  have  no  doubt  they  will  be  glad.  But 
it  is  droll  that  this,  which  has  been  the 
aim  of  so  many  years,  does  not  give  me 
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half  SO  much  joy  as  I  felt  on  the  day  they 
were  married ;  for,  you  see,  on  that  day  I 
felt  that  I  had  brought  about  the  happi- 
ness of  two  living  souls.  After  all,  our 
fortunes  are  in  our  thoughts  and  not  in 
our  pockets/' 


LOVING  A  DREAM. 


LOVING  A  DREAM, 


CHAPTEE  I. 

HIMSELF. 

Well,  Jack,  comfortable  now,  eh  ?  Ah,' 
I  thought  so.  You  look  it — thank  good- 
ness, we  have  had  one  satisfactory  meal. 
I  ought  to  say  you  have  had,  for  I  have 
not  been  able  to  swallow  a  bite,  although 
I  tried  my  best.  Never  mind  ;  you  are 
comfortable,  and  that's  something.  Now, 
look  how  we  stand — are  you  thinking  of 
what  I  say  ? — that  steak  and  this  bottle 
cleared  me  out.     Look — empty  pockets  ! 
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Not  another  farthing  to  bless  ourselves 
with,  and  old  Griggs  will  be  in  for  the 
rent  to-morrow  morning.  Just  think!  — 
no,  don't  think,  it  would  spoil  your  diges- 
tion :  she  will  say  we  are  rogues  and  send 
us  to  the  workhouse.  There,  that  will  be 
fun — won't  it  ? 

Ah,  Jack,  Jack,  my  poor  friend,  I  wish 
you  had  known  me  in  the  old  days  !  But, 
maybe,  then  I  wouldn't  have  minded  you 
so  much,  there  were  so  many  running 
about  me.  They  thought  I  was  coming 
into  a  great  fortune,  and  it  was  worth 
while  keeping  on  good  terms  with  me. 
They  didn't  care  a  button  for  me,  you 
know — some  of  them  didn't  even  mean  to 
borrow  from  me — but  it's  always  pleasant 
to  be  able  to  say  that  Jim  Crowe,  or 
whatever  his  name  may  be,  who  is  worth 
so   much,  is    your  friend.     They  would 


HIMSELF.  173 

have  done  anything  for  me  :  they  petted 
me  as  much  as  if  I  had  been  a  Derby 

favourite,  and 

What  became  of  them  ?  you  ask,  old 
boy.  "Why,  they  acted  like  the  friends 
of  the  Derby  favourite  who  loses  the  race 
— they  left  me.     Even  she.  .  .  . 

But  that's  no  matter.  You  have  stuck 
by  me,  Jack  ;  and,  by  the  Lord  !  if  things 
ever  come  right  again  you  shall  not  be 
sorry  for  it.  .  .  .  Things  come  right* 
again?  What  nonsense  I  talk!  The 
fortune  may  come ;  but  what's  the  use  of 
it  to  me,  since  I  have  aw^akened  and  find 
that  what  might  have  made  life  beautiful 
has  only  turned  it  into  a  dreary  farce  on 
which  one  is  anxious  to  have  the  curtain 
down  as  quickly  as  possible.  .  .  .  Bah  ! 
wait  till  I  have  mixed  some  grog,  and  I 
will  tell  you  my  dream.     You  would  like 
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to  hear  it,  wouldn't  you  ?  It  amuses  me 
thinking  over  it ;  and  somehow  the  whole 
thing  comes  back  to  me  to-night  as  if  it 
were  a  play  in  which  I  was  acting  my 
part  and  feeling  it,  although  I  know  all 
the  incidents  and  the  bitter  end.  Give 
us  your  hand,  old  fellow,  and  I'll  tell  you 
all  about  it.  Wait,  I  must  shut  my  eyes. 
Now  I  see  her — but  how  different  she 
looks  !  I  want  to  see  her  as  she  was  in  the 
old  time — how  long  ago  is  it  ?  Centuries. 
Yet  a  minute  changed  it  all !  I  laugh  at 
myself.  Jack — I  cannot  laugh  at  her. 

There  she  is  in  the  sunshine — an 
ordinary  girl  and  homely  enough  looking 
to  others'  eyes,  but  to  mine  most  beauti- 
fal.  So  quiet,  so  simple  that  you  felt  a 
blessed  sense  of  peace  in  her  presence, 
and  safety  under  that  calm  steady  gaze  of 
hers.     She   did   not    stare,    and   yet   she 
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looked  straight  in  your  face,  making  you 
feel  that  her  nature  was  of  the  finely 
strung  kind  which  was  ready  to  make  its 
music  merry  or  sad,  as  might  be  most  in 
accord  with  your  humour  of  the  moment. 

I  had  read  what  seemed  to  me  senti- 
mental nonsense  about  souls  flying  out  to 
meet  each  other.  My  soul  did  go  out  to 
her.  Oh,  the  bitterness  of  it !  To  think 
that  she  would  have  looked  just  in  the 
same  way  at  any  comer  ! — that  the  ex-  • 
pression  which  in  an  instant  transformed 
me  had  no  more  meaning  than  that  of 
the  glass  eyes  in  a  doll !  The  translator 
did  not  know  himself :  he  made  the  poem 
he  translated.  It's  wonderful,  Jack,  how 
often  the  same  mistake  is  made. 

But  I  want  to  go  through  it  as  if  living 
it  all  over  again  ;  and  as  I  see  her  now 
everything    comes    back    to    me — every 
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word,  every  look  is  repeated.  .  .  .Be 
quiet,  Jack ;  I  hear  her  as  well  as  see  her. 
Do  you  think  I  can  mistake  that  low 
sweet  voice  ?  Do  you  think  I  do  not  feel 
.  every  note  of  it,  and  recognize  my  love  ? 
How  beautiful  she  is — how  gentle  in 
every  movement !  Do  not  misunderstand 
me  :  her  beauty  is  not  that  of  mere  form 
and  complexion.  I  have  seen  many 
women  who,  judged  in  that  way,  were 
angels  of  light  compared  to  her.  They 
had  won  my  admiration — that's  all  mere 
beauty  of  form  can  win  from  a  man;  it 
never  touches  his  love.  I  have  always 
thought  that  it  would  be  an  insult  to  a 
true  woman  to  say,  '^You  have  a  pretty 
face;  I  love  you  for  it."  No,  Jack;  the 
beauty  which  wins  love  is  that  of  the  soul. 
And  she  possessed  it — as  I  dreamed. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

HIS    STOKY. 

*^  Papa  told  me  to  say  that  he  was  very- 
sorry  to  be  absent  when  you  arrived,  Mr. 
Hartington,  and  he  bade  me  do  everyr 
thing  I  could  to  make  you  comfortable 
until  he  returned." 

The  girl  held  out  her  ha>nd  in  the  calm, 
self-possessed  way  of  one  accustomed  to 
meet  many  people.  There  was  nothing 
special  in  the  movement,  nothing  special 
in  the  smile  which  accompanied  the  words. 
Yet  Lawrence  Hartington  fancied  that  he 
must  have  touched  an  electric  battery  of 
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delight  when  he  took  her  hand.  He  was 
amused  with  himself.  There  was  a  de- 
cided thrill  throughout  his  nervous  system 
as  he  took  her  hand.  There  was  no  mis- 
take about  it.  The  sensation  was  as  dis- 
tinct as  that  of  the  toothache — only  the 
pain  was  of  joy.  She  was  so  different 
from  every  other  woman  he  had  seen. 
He  supposed  that  was  the  sort  of  thing 
which  people  called  love  at  first  sight — 
as  if  any  sensible  man  was  likely  to  give 
up  himself  to  a  person  he  knew  nothing 
at  all  about !  It  was  simply  one  of  those 
agreeable  first  impressions  which  quickly 
pass  into  acquaintanceship,  and  frequently 
ripen  into  friendship.  So,  with  a  frank- 
ness which  would  have  been  boldness 
had  it  not  been  thoroughly  sincere,  he 
answered,  laughing — 

*'Upon  my  word.   Miss  Fothergill,   I 
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regard  yonr  father's  absence  as  my  good 
fortune." 

She  bent  her  head  slightly  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  compliment. 

**  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so.  Papa 
thought  you  would  have  so  little  time  to 
spare  that  you  might  not  be  able  to  wait 
for  him." 

**I  was  in  a  hurry,  but  the  hurry  is 
over.  I  can  wait,  and  will,  if  you  do  not 
mind."  • 

^^  Papa  said  I  was  to  make  you  comfort- 
able," was  the  demure  observation,  in  the 
soft  low  voice,  with  a  faint  suggestion  of 
hesitation  which  added  sweetness  to  the 
tones  and  grace  to  the  figure ;  "  but  I  do 
not  know  exactly  what  to  do  with  you. 
Have  you  had  lunch  ?  " 

^^  Not  yet." 

**  Then  that  is  something  to  do." 
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She  led  him  into  the  pretty  old- 
fashioned  cottage,  gave  him  a  newspaper, 
and  asked  to  be  excused  for  a  few  minutes. 
Every  incident  was  of  the  most  ordinary 
kind,  and  yet  she  moved  through  all  with 
an  indefinable  sweetness  which  somehow 
made  the  man's  heart  beat  fast.  She  was 
an  extraordinary  creature — so  frank,  and 
yet  preserving  that  maidenly  reserve 
which  forms  a  complete  guard  against 
undue  famiharity;  so  simple,  and  yet  so 
prompt  and  practical  in  going  about  her 
household  duties.  He  was  delighted  with 
her,  and  puzzled  with  himself. 

He  had  come  there  with  his  mind  full 
of  perplexing  matters  of  great  importance 
to  his  future — matters  which  had  kept 
him  awake  for  many  nights,  and  had 
given  him  no  rest  by  day.  They  had  all 
vanished  at  sight  of  this  lady.     The  hours 
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passed  in  her  presence  were  filled  with  the 
most  ordinary  occupations — eating,  chat- 
ting about  the  weather,  and  discussions 
about  books  read  or  to  be  read.  Yet 
she  inspired  all  with  a  mystical  sense  of 
beauty.  He  was  under  a  deHghtful  spell, 
which  he  imagined  must  be  similar  to  that 
of  the  opium-eater  in  the  stage  of  rhap- 
sody. Would  he  have  as  bitter  a  penalty 
to  pay  for  this  brief  joy  ? 

He  did  not  care  to  inquire  too 
curiously ;  but  when  Captain  Fothergill 
arrived  in  the  afternoon,  he  could  not  help 
the  feeling  that  he  had  been  roused  from 
a  delicious  dreamland  in  which  he  would 
have  been  glad  to  pass  his  life  away,  and 
he  exclaimed — 

"  I  did  not  think  you  could  be  here  so 
soon." 

*'  So  soon  !     My  daughter  tells  me  you 
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have  been  waiting  for  nearly  four  hours  !  " 
was  the  captain's  astonished  but  merry 
reply.  "  I  hope  you  haven't  been  making 
love  to  her,  Hartington,  at  your  first 
meeting.  That  would  make  me  think 
you  very  bold,  and  that  she  had  been 
very  imprudent." 

"I  assure  you,  sir "  began  the  young 

man,  looking  foolish,  and  conscious  that 
he  did  so,  whilst  a  painful  sense  of  the 
very,  very  commonplace  conversation 
which  had  entertained  him  so  much 
passed  through  his  mind. 

He  was  spared  explanation  by  the 
good-natured  interruption  of  his  friend. 

*^  There — all  right.  Don't  blush  like 
a  child  at  a  silly  joke.  I  can  trust  you 
not  to  be  impertinent,  and,"  he  added 
this  with  much  significance,  "  I  can  trust 
her  to  be  prudent." 


HIS  STOKY.  183 

*^  We  talked  only  of  tlie  most  ordinary 
things.     The  weather " 

"  Just  so,"  again  interrupted  the  cap- 
tain; *^  that's  how  it  begins.  Everybody 
laughs  at  everybody  for  opening  conversa- 
tion with  a  remark  about  the  weather,  but 
nobody  considers  what  a  dangerous  topic 
the  weather  is.  I  have  known  of  women 
— ay,  and  men  too — whose  ruin  began 
with  nothing  more  than  'It's  a  fine  day,' 
or  *  It's  a  wet  day,'  or  *  It  looks  like  raii^,' 
and  so  on,  and  so  on." 

*'I  hope,  sir,  that  in  this  case  the 
commonplace  may  not  lead  to  a  tragedy," 
said  Hartington,  beginning  to  feel  more 
at  ease  under  the  captain's  raillery,  and 
smiling. 

"  So  do  I ;  but  I  was  not  meaning  any- 
thing personal.  You  know  my  way  of 
chattering — can't  help  it — '  'tis  my  nature 
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to.'  What  was  chiefly  running  in  my 
head  was  the  fun  of  your  finding  that  I 
had  a  daughter  old  enough  to  make  me 
a  father-in-law  at  any  moment.  You 
wouldn't  have  thought  it — would  you  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,  captain ;  you  look 
young  enough  to " 

*^  To  be  her  brother,  you  would  say." 
(That  was  not  what  Hartington  had  been 
going  to  say,  but  knowing  his  friend's 
inveterate  habit  of  interrupting  people 
and  completing  their  sentences  according 
to  his  own  fancy,  he  allowed  it  to  pass.) 
*^  Thank  you,"  continued  the  captain; 
*'  many  people  think  the  same.  Married 
young,  you  see — very  young.  That's 
why  we  live  in  this  poor  place." 

He  waved  his  hand  as  if  to  indicate  the 
whole  of  the  pretty  cottage  in  which  they 
stood. 
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"  But  you  must  have  found  some  happi- 
ness in  your  early  marriage,  or  you  could 
not  look  so  fresh  now." 

"Oh,  no  reflections  on  the  late  Mrs. 
Fothergill,  my  dear  boy.  She  could  not 
help  t)irths  and  deaths  and  doctors'  bills 
— not  to  mention  the  tradespeople.  Lord  ! 
how  their  bills  did  multiply  !  But  she  did 
her  best,  and  so  did  I,  and  we  scrambled 
along  somehow;  and — here  we  are — 
'Melia,  myself,  and  four  others — left  to 
take  care  of  ourselves."  Here  he  drew 
breath,  and,  opening  his  eyes  as  if  awak- 
ing from  sleep,  exclaimed,  "  But,  bless 
my  soul,  how  have  I  dropped  into  this 
prattle!" 

The  captain  had  frequent  occasion  to 
use  that  phrase.  Although  a  shrewd  man 
in  many  respects,  he  had  this  weakness, 
of  which  shrewder  men  knew  how  to  take 
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advantage — his  thoughts  were  easily  di- 
verted into  a  long  parenthesis  about  some- 
thing quite  apart  from  the  matter  in  hand. 
The  point  of  setting  off  was  generally 
forgotten  by  the  time  he  returned  to  it. 

*^  You  started  from  a  very  agreeable 
subject,  captain — your  daughter." 

"•  Ah  !  yes,  of  course.  Now  we  will  get 
to  your  own  affairs.  I  have  seen  our 
friend  Mrs.  Knowles,  and  fear  that  I  have 
done  more  harm  than  good." 

^^  How  can  that  be?" 

"Because  she  is  vicious,  and  only 
regards  your  friendly  approaches  as 
attempts  at  bribery,  and  proofs  of  your 
knowledge  of  the  weakness  of  your  case. 
She  is  resolved  to  dispute  the  will  to  the 
last.  She  insists  that  it  was  obtained 
by  force  and  fraud  from  a  man  in  an 
enfeebled  state  of  mind." 
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'^  How  can  she  pretend  to  think  that;  of 
our  uncle?  " 

"Because  she  wishes  to  do  so,  and 
because  she  is  a  widow  with  a  family.  All 
the  same,  we  must  admit  that  there  is 
some  reason  in  her  argument.  Consider 
all  the  facts  of  the  case.  Your  uncle's — 
well,  we  shall  say — dislike  of  your  father 
was  well  known,  for  it  was  often  enough 
expressed ;  whilst  his  liking  for  his  sister, 
Mrs.  Knowles's  mother,  was  equally  well* 
known.  When  your  father  got  into  diffi- 
culties, your  uncle  might  easily  have 
saved  him  and  would  not ;  but  to  his 
sister  and  her  daughter  he  denied 
nothing.  When  your  father  died  it  was 
not  surprising  that  his  rich  brother  should 
relent  so  far  as  to  help  your  mother  and 
yourself.  But  on  the  death  of  Mr.  George 
Hartington,  it  was  surprising  to  find  that 


188  LOVING   A  DEEAM. 

by  a  recent  will  he  should  have  given  you 
the  bulk  of  his  fortune,  and  to  Mrs. 
Knowles  only  a  comparatively  small 
portion  of  it.  There  was  no  apparent 
motive  for  this  sudden  change." 

ic  Tj^ere  was  a  motive,"  said  Hartington, 
with  a  shadow  on  his  face. 

"  Then,  for  goodness'  sake,  declare  it, 
and  the  day  is  won,"  exclaimed  the 
captain  warmly. 

^'  No — at  least  not  in  a  law-court ;  but 
I  may  tell  you.  My  mother  was  the 
cause  of  the  brothers'  quarrel :  and  the 
memory  of  what  she  had  once  been  to 
him  was  the  cause  of  Uncle  George's 
kindness  to  me." 

The  captain's  little  eyes  opened  wide 
with  surprise  and  sympathy.  Then  a 
smile  of  self-satisfaction  lighted  his  face  : 
he  was  proud  of  his  quick  apprehension. 
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"  Ah,  I  see  the  whole  thing  now,  and— 
yes,  it  is  clear  as  day — it  was  a  revival 
of  the  old  sentiment  in  regard  to  your 
mother.  I  dare  say  you  have  not  ob- 
served— I  did  not  observe  it  myself  until 
this  moment — the  date  of  the  will  is  that 
of  the  day  on  which  your  mother's  funeral 
took  place." 

*^  I  did  not  observe  it  before,"  exclaimed 
Hartington,  roused  from  a  reverie  in 
which  his  mother  and  Miss  Fothergill 
had  a  part.  ^'  Surely  that  explains 
everything." 

"  Yes,  yes — to  us;  but  I  doubt  if  it  will 
have  much  effect  in  a  court  of  law.  It  is 
important ;  that  is  the  most  we  can  say. 
But  to  me  it  is  a  complete  explanation 
why  a  man  of  such  strict  business  habits 
as  your  uncle  should  have  chosen  suddenly 
to  draw  up  his  own  will,  and   have   it 
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witnessed  by  two  of  his  servants,  instead 
of  sending  for  his  lawyer  and  having  it 
done  in  due  form." 

"Perhaps  he  did  not  care  to  risk  the 
detection  of  the  motive  which  actuated 
him." 

"I  have  no  doubt  it  was  so;  but,  you 
see,  that  would  be  regarded  as  a  sign  of 
weakness,  which  is  the  very  thing  the 
other  side  wishes  to  prove." 

"  True,"  muttered  Hartington  thought- 
fully. 

"  And  then  it  is  awkward  that  both 
witnesses  should  have  gone  away,  leaving 
no  trace  of  their  whereabouts." 

"  You  know  my  opinion  regarding  their 
disappearance." 

"  That  they  have  been  bribed.  Very 
likely — but  by  whom  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  my  interest  to  find  them." 
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"Not  if  the  will  had  been  obtained 
under  the  circumstances  which  the  other 
side  advance  as  the  main  argument 
against  its  validity.  Of  course,  I  cannot 
think  you  would  do  it,  and  I  don't  like  to 
think  that  Mrs.  Knowles  could  do  it. 
But  she  has  an  intimate  friend  who  is,  I 
believe,  quite  capable  of  it." 

"  Who  is  he  ?  " 

'*  There,  Hartington,  you  ask  too  much. 
I   shall  not   commit   myself  on   a  mere, 
suspicion  —  have    I  committed    myself? 
I  did  not  even  say  that  this  friend  was 
a  he." 

"  Oh,  you  have  not  committed  yourself 
in  the  least,"  replied  Hartington,  laugh- 
ing, "  except  to  be  my  friend.  You  have 
been  my  cousin's  friend,  too,  although 
she  will  not  own  it.  Thank  you  for  this 
effort  you  have  made  to  settle  the  matter 
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quietly.  The  case  must  now  run  its 
course,  and  I  have  no  doubt  of  the  issue." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  either.  There  is 
one  thing  against  you,  however — she  has 
money  to  go  on  with  and  you  have  not 
much." 

"  Certainly  not  much ;  but  I  suppose 
my  prospects  are  worth  something.  My 
solicitors  and  counsel  are  as  confident 
as  myself  if  we  could  only  find  those  two 
men  who " 

"Witnessed  the  will.  Yes,  yes,  of 
course  ;  but  that  means  everything,  and 
the  expense  of  hunting  them  down  will 
be  immense.  We  must  think  about  it. 
I  have  been  thinking  about  it,  and  begin 
to  see  something  like  daylight.  Not 
clear  enough  yet  to  explain  to  you — but 
it  will  be  in  a  day  or  two.  We'll  find 
the  men  somehow." 
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Hartington  was  pleased  to  think  that 
he  would  have  occasion  to  call  again  at 
Briarmount  Cottage  —  and  to  see  Miss 
Fothergill. 

When  he  had  gone,  the  captain  said 
cheerily  to  his  daughter — 

*'  How  did  you  like  Hartington,  my 
dear?" 

^^Yery  well,"  was  the  placid  answer, 
and  the  father  knew  that  no  special 
impression  had  been  made.  ' 

^^  He  is  a  fine  fellow — I  like  him.  His 
father  once  did  me  a  service,  and  I  mean 
to  do  one  for  the  son.  I  should  not  like 
to  see  him  come  to  any  harm." 

"Is  he  in  danger  of  any  ?'" 

"  In  danger  of  losing  a  large  fortune, 
and  I  think  he  has  lost  something  else  :  " 
this  with  a  merry  smile  and  look  at  her ; 
hut  she   did  not  understand.     He   went 

VOL.  III.  u 
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on,  ^'  Wish  I  could  render  him  material 
service  at  once  ;  but  that  is  out  of  the 
question.  A  captain's  half-pay  and  occa- 
sional odd  jobs  on  commission,  even  with 
a  few  guineas  as  director  of  a  company, 
do  not  leave  a  man  who  has  a  family  with 
much  loose  cash." 


(     195     ) 


CHAPTER   III. 

HIMSELF. 

The  bright  days,  Jack ! — the  soft  smile, 
the  sympathetic  look,  and  the  touch  of 
her  hand,  which  set  all  my  nerves  singing 
joyous  songs,  low  and  soft  like  those  of 
an  ^olian  harp  in  a  light  south  wind. 
She  made  the  commonest  things  radiant 
with  beauty,  and  the  commonest  duties 
were  full  of  poetry  as  she  performed 
them.  Sewing  was  an  artistic  occupation 
when  in  her  hands,  darning  a  stocking 
was  suggestive  of  all  the  virtues  of  wife 
and  mother !  .  .  . 

Do  you  think  this  funny,   old  fellow, 
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or  ridiculous  ?  I  suppose  it  must  appear 
in  that  light,  for  I  have  sat  gazing  at  her 
v^hilst  she  was  engaged  in  these  household 
occupations  v^ith  as  much  rapture  as  if 
she  had  been  a  great  artist  and  I  a  humble 
student  privileged  to  see  her  at  work. 

Then  there  were  the  long  walks  through 
the  fields  in  the  summer  days,  by  the 
river  and  the  green  hedgerows.  What 
did  we  talk  about  ?  I  don't  know  ;  but 
she  seemed  to  be  pleased,  and  I  was  full 
of  gladness.  Beside  her  no  care  could 
reach  me ;  no  thought  of  trouble  enter 
my  mind — no  doubt  of  her  fidelity  enter 
the  gates  of  my  soul. 

Next  came  the  day — down  by  the  river 
there,  imder  the  willows — she  said  she 
loved  me — tears  in  her  eyes,  her  whole 
form  trembling  in  my  arms,  and 

I  cannot  go  on.  Jack ;  let  me  rest  a 
bit.     You  are  a  good  fellow. 


(    197    ) 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HIS    STOKY. 

Captain  Fotheegill  was  one  of  those 
unfortunate  men  who  can  always  be  much 
more  energetic  about  other  people*5 
business  than  their  own.  Not  that  he 
was  a  meddler — he  was,  indeed,  careful 
never  to  put  his  finger  in  other  people's 
pies  except  when  he  had  an  invitation. 
It  was  simply  that  over  his  own  affairs 
he  was  inclined  to  dawdle,  but  when  pity 
or  friendship  moved  him  to  undertake 
some  task  for  another,  he  never  rested 
until  it  was  accomplished  or   proved   to 
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be  utterly  hopeless.  In  the  case  of 
Lawrence  Hartington  he  was  satisfied 
that  there  was  a  right  thing  to  do,  and 
gratitude  to  the  old  friend  who  helped 
him  at  a  pinch  made  him  eager  to  do  it. 
Although  conscious  that  his  services 
would  not  go  unrewarded,  that  idea  did 
not  influence  his  action  in  the  least. 

Strange  to  say,  too,  when  he  observed 
the  speedy  confirmation  of  his  suspicion 
that  Hartington  had  tumbled  at  once  into 
the  sea  of  trouble  called  Love,  he  was  not 
much  impressed  by  the  thought  of  the 
prospective  advantages  to  his  daughter. 
Of  course  it  would  be  an  excellent  match 
for  her,  and  he  had  no  doubt  that 
Hartington  would  be  a  loving,  faithful 
husband.  But  he  had  an  uncomfortable 
sensation  that  Amelia  was  of  a  peculiar 
temperament  which   he   had  never  been 
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able  to  understand,  and  that  the  difficulty 
of  making  it  content  might  prove  more 
troublesome  to  a  husband  than  to  her 
father.  Yet  he  admired  his  daughter 
extremely.  She  was  a  capital  manager ; 
she  was  always  cool,  always  sensible. 
What  flirtations  she  entered  into  she 
managed  so  calmly  and  with  so  much 
discretion  that  no  one  had  ever  thought 
of  regarding  her  as  a  flirt — still  less  of 
imagining  her  capable  of  playing  with 
love.  It  was  impossible  for  people  who 
met  her  in  an  ordinary  way  to  associate 
the  idea  with  one  who  was  so  good  in 
everything,  and  so  quiet  1 

And,  indeed,  she  had  no  intention  of 
doing  wrong  to  anybody.  Her  experi- 
ence had  been  unfortunate,  and,  being  of 
a  practical  turn  of  mind,  she  came  to  con- 
sider it  a  fixed  order  of  things  that  men 
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should  come,  say  pretty  things,  meaning 
nothing,  and  go,  pledging  eternal  fidelity, 
but  never  return.  It  was  a  bitter  experi- 
ence at  the  beginning  ;  for  she  knew  that 
had  she  been  an  heiress,  the  wooers 
would  have  returned.  She  did  not  be- 
come ^^dour"  ;  only  more  and  more  placid 
as  time  went  on  :  ready  still  to  listen  and 
be  amused,  never  thinking  that  a  man 
would  suffer  pain  or  sorrow  on  a  woman's 
account.  Marriage  was  simply  a  con- 
venient arrangement  which  she  would 
enter  into  as  soon  as  a  suitable  partner 
presented  himself. 

Lawrence  Hartington  was  not  yet  a 
suitable  partner,  although  there  were 
prospects  of  his  becoming  one.  Mean- 
while his  impetuosity  carried  everything 
before  it ;  and  she  was  interested  in  him, 
as  well  as  sometimes  a  little  frightened 
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by  his  earnestness.  It  was  so  unlike  any- 
thing she  had  ever  known  before.  She 
did  not  understand  the  devotion  which 
filled  the  whole  man — heart  and  brain. 
It  was  the  impetuous  earnestness  inspired 
by  this  devotion  which  won  from  her  that 
confession — ^^I  love  you."  And  at  the 
moment  she  believed  it. 

For  him  the  admission  was  life  itself. 
All  the  world  seemed  to  have  assumed 
the  characteristics  of  a  new  and  happy 
springtime,  and  he  seemed  to  have  been 
endowed  with  magic  power  to  conquer 
everything  for  her  sake. 

^^  I  do  not  care  about  this  confounded 
money,"  he  said,  as  they  walked  under 
the  willows  down  by  the  river,  the  sun- 
light flashing  across  their  path  in  golden 
streaks,  and  turning  the  ripples  of  the 
quiet  water  into  bright  smiles.     **  I  never 
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expected  to  have  it ;  and,  but  for  one 
thing,  I  wish  to  goodness  my  uncle  had 
skipped  my  name  altogether  in  his  will." 

''  What  is  the  one  thing  which  prevents 
you  from  wishing  that  he  had  omitted 
your  name  ?  "  she  inquired  thoughtfully, 
her  eyes  fixed  steadily  before  her. 

He  turned  to  gaze  with  a  fond  smile  in 
her  face  as  he  pressed  her  arm  tightly 
under  his  own. 

^'  You  know,  if  there  had  not  been  all 
this  bother  maybe  I  should  never  have 
found  you,  and  so  I  would  never  have 
found  happiness." 

*'  Oh,  that  is  nonsense,"  she  exclaimed 
softly,  but  there  was  a  note  of  impatience 
in  the  tone  which  he  did  not  catch. 
^^  You  would  have  found  somebody  else 
soon  enough  that  you  would  have  cared  for 
just  as  much  as  you  think  you  do  for  me." 
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^'  Tliinl  I  do  !  " 

"Well — as  you  do  care  for  me,"  she 
corrected  herself,  with  a  smile  which 
contented  him. 

"That's  better,"  he  said,  pressing  her 
arm  again  gratefully ;  *^  and  if  I  had  been 
in  the  calf-stage  of  life — say  a  youth  of 
twenty  or  so — it  might  be  true,  although 
of  course  I  would  not  admit  it  then,  that 
I  might  say  you  alone  could  bring  me 
happiness,  and  yet  find  consolation  with 
another  in  a  short  time.  But,  you  see,  I 
am  not  in  the  calf-stage  :  I  am  eight  or 
ten  years  beyond  it.  Can  you  not  see  the 
difference  ? ' ' 

"Oh  yes;  of  course  there  is  a  differ- 
ence— a  very  great  difference." 

"  Well,  then,  you  won't  say  that  again, 
or  think  it  ?  You  will  remember  that  T 
have  passed    so   far   through  life,  seeing 
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many  pretty  faces,  knowing  some  intelli- 
gent women,  and  no  one  stirred  in  me 
the  thoughts,  hopes,  and  love  which  you 
have  done.  You  understand  all  that — do 
you  not  ?  " 

^^  You  always  take  things  so  seriously," 
she  said  playfully,  turning  her  hright  eyes 
dreamily  upon  him  as  if  wondering  what 
sort  of  a  man  he  was — how  much  jester 
and  how  much  fool. 

He  had  a  vague  consciousness  that  the 
answer  was  not  a  very  direct  one  ;  but  the 
look  contented  him. 

'*I  cannot  help  that,  and  you  would 
not  like  me  to  be  otherwise.  When  a 
man  feels  that  everything  he  cares  about 
in  this  world  is  placed  all  in  one  hand,  he 
cannot  help  being  serious.  Your  hand 
holds  everything  for  me." 

*'  Are  you   not    placing  too  much  re- 
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sponsibility  on  me?  Take  care — I  give 
you  fair  warning — you  may  be  trusting 
me  too  much. !  " 

"  Please  don't  make  fun  of  me  just  now. 
How   can  I  trust  you.  too  much  ?     You 

who !     There,   we   are  not  going  to 

talk  nonsense  or  rhapsodies.  What  I 
want  to  be  at  is  to  tell  you  that  I  do  not 
care  for  this  fortune  except  on  your 
account,  and  when  the  case  is  closed — 
whether  for  or  against  me — we  shall  join 
hands.  Should  it  go  against  me — I  can 
find  work." 

^^  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you 
despise  fortune  ? "  this  with  curious 
wonder  in  her  eyes. 

^*  Certainly  not.  I  shall  be  very  glad 
to  have  it  if  it  comes  my  way,  and  will  do 
my  best  to  get  it.  All  that  I  mean  to  say 
is  that  it  is  not  absolutely  necessary  to 
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have  a  fortune  in  order  to  obtain  a  fair 
share  of  the  joys  of  the  world." 

**  Ah  !  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that ; 
because,  whenever  anybody  despises  for- 
tune, I  set  it  down  to  his  incapacity  to 
win  it." 

She  smiled  so  sweetly  and  looked  so 
wise  that  he  was  more  and  more  enslaved. 
How  good  she  was — how  honest !  Even 
love  could  not  blind  her  to  the  common 
prudence  which  goes  so  far  to  ensure  the 
steady  continuance  of  affection. 

^'We  must  go  in  now,"  she  said,  re- 
calling him  to  earth  ;  '^  it  is  tea-time." 

They  went  in ;  and  it  was  a  delight  to 
him  to  stand  there  in  the  little  parlour 
watching  the  pretty  figure  gliding  about 
as  she  arranged  the  table  with  her  own 
hands.  It  was  to  be  a  tea-dinner,  and 
the  captain  had  told  Lawrence  to  wait  for 
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him.  It  was  a  charming  homely  picture, 
this  beautiful  woman — '^  Queen  Mab  "  was 
the  fanciful  name  he  gave  her — perform- 
ing these  simple  duties  so  methodically, 
so  gracefully.  He  would  have  liked  to 
help  her,  but  she  had  on  a  former  occasion 
peremptorily  refused  to  allow  him  to  do  so. 

"At  a  picnic,  of  course,  it  would  be 
nice  and  right  enough,"  she  had  said; 
"but  in  the  house  I  don't  like  to  see  a 
man  doing  women's  work." 

So  now,  as  he  stood  with  hands  clasped 
behind  him  and  eyes  following  every 
movement,  he  spoke — 

"Do  you  know  what  I  am  thinking 
about,  Mab  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  ?  " 

"  Guess,  then  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  time  for  conundrums.  I 
have  lost  a  salt-spoon." 
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"  Well,  I  will  tell  you.  I  am  looking 
into  the  future  and  seeing  us  two  settled 
in  a  cottage  like  this,  and  you  busy  as 
you  are  now,  making  ready  for  the  return 
of  your  weary  sweetheart-husband.  And 
he  will  be  thinking  of  you  as  he  hurries 
home,  thinking  how  you  grow  more  and 
more  beautiful  in  his  eyes  every  day,  in 
spite  of  all  cares.  Is  not  that  a  pleasant 
vision  ?  '  * 

*'  Oh   yes,  very butter."     The  last 

word  referred  to  the  article  which  she,  at 
the  moment,  placed  on  the  table. 

^'  Then  you  will  hear  the  gate  opening 
and  be  at  the  door  with  a  bright  smile 
and  something  else  to  welcome  me.  Will 
you  not?" 

"  Of  course sugar." 

Evidently  she  was  too  deeply  occupied 
with    her    preparations   to   give    a    very 


HIS   STORY.  209 

attentive  ear  to  him,  and  lie  too  en- 
tranced by  his  day-dream  to  notice  the 
peculiarity  of  her  responses.  So  she 
bustled  about,  and  he  went  on — • 

"  Then  we  stand  together  in  the  porch, 
roses  climbing  all  over  it  and  making  the 
air  sweet,  the  merry  birds  singing  good- 
night to  each  other,  and  we  are  glad 
because  we  are  together." 

'^That's  it vinegar." 

"  Then  we  go  indoors  with  grateful 
hearts  that  Heaven  has  been  so  kind  to 
us,  and  you  say 

*^  Good  gracious  !  the  pie  will  be  burnt 
to  a  cinder." 

He  was  roused,  laughed  blithely,  and 
caught  her  in  his  arms. 

««Yery  likely;  and  I  will  do  this" 
(attempting  to  kiss  her). 

**  Oh,  please  don't !     You  will  make  me 
VOL.  m.  P 
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drop  the  plates,  and  I  must  run  to  that 
pie.'^ 

She  put  down  the  plates  and  ran,  he 
remaining  amused  by  her  household  cares 
and  unconscious  of  any  incongruity  in 
this  mixture  of  love-making  and  victuals. 

His  uppermost  thought  was,  ^'What 
a  happy  life  we  shall  have,  even  without 
the  fortune  !  "  Who  would  not  be  happy 
with  such  a  woman — the  embodiment  of 
every  domestic  virtue,  and  gifted  with 
rare  intellect,  so  cultivated  that  no  task 
was  too  high  or  too  lowly  for  her  to 
attempt  ?  How  she  had  devoted  herself 
to  her  father  !  and  by-and-by,  the  faithful 
daughter  would  be  the  faithful  wife. 

They  had  only  to  step  over  this  nagging 
present,  and  the  beautiful  future  would 
be  theirs — free  from  ordinary  cares  if  for- 
tune favoured  him  ;  and  if  it  did  not,  still 
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beautiful  in  the  love  whicli  wonld  make  a 
poor  home  happy  and  the  daily  struggle 
to  keep  the  pot  boiling  a  pleasure.  He 
almost  wished  that  they  might  be  tried  in 
the  furnace  of  poverty,  which  is  said  to 
sunder  so  many  hearts,  in  order  that  they 
might  prove  their  faith  and  pass  through 
it  still  united,  their  souls  more  closely 
bound  than  ever  by  the  ordeal. 

^*  Come  along,  come  along ;  let  us  have 
something  to  eat,"  cried  the  cheery  voice 
of  Captain  Fothergill  as  he  entered  with 
his  two  youngest  children. 

Miss  Louisa,  aged  fifteen,  was,  in  the 
presence  of  strangers,  very  much  of  a 
young  lady,  not  unconscious  of  consider- 
able personal  attractions,  and  not  insen- 
sible to  the  possible  pretensions  of  male 
persons  to  become  lovers ;  but  with  her 
father,  and  out  of  reach  of  the  common 
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gaze,  she  was  an  irrepressible  romp.  Miss 
Phoebe,  aged  twelve,  was  as  primly  cor- 
rect in  manner,  speech,  and  conduct,  as  a 
maiden  lady  of  fifty,  or  thereabout,  who 
had  proved  the  vanity  of  all  earthly 
things.  The  captain  had  two  other 
children :  Lucy,  his  second  child,  who 
was  away  in  Yorkshire  employed  as  a 
governess;  and  his  only  son,  Dick,  who 
was  engaged  in  a  merchant's  office  in 
town.  He  had  been  always  very  boyish 
amongst  his  children,  their  comrade  and 
friend,  rather  than  parent — except  with 
Amelia,  the  eldest.  He  stood  somewhat 
in  awe  of  her ;  and  yet  she  was  the  one 
who  invariably  attracted  the  most  atten- 
tion from  outsiders. 

After  lessons,  Louisa  and  Phoebe  had 
gone  to  the  station  to  meet  their  father 
and  return  with  him.      The  former  was 
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as  merry  as  a  child  should  be  until  she 
perceived  that  there  was  a  visitor :  then 
she  plumed  herself  and  became  proudly 
demure.  Miss  Phoebe  advanced  at  once 
with  lady-like  gravity  to  shake  hands 
with  the  gentleman. 

Their  entrance  had  roused  Lawrence 
from  his  dreams,  and,  catching  sight  of 
the  blithe  faces,  he  saw  the  reality  of 
Love  in  a  cottage.     He  liked  it. 

"  Here  you  are,  Hartington,  and  here 
we  are — all  as  hungry  as  pikes,"  said  the 
captain,  with  a  glance  of  mock  voracity 
over  the  table.  ''  I  don't  think  there 
ever  was  a  man  blessed  with  such  an 
appetite  as  mine — and  Louie  inherits  it." 

^^  Oh,  papa!" 

*'  You  needn't  blush,  child.  The  only 
occasion  on  which  it  is  a  mistake  to  have 
an  appetite  is  when  you  have  nothing  to 


214  LOVING  A   DREAM. 

satisfy  it  with.  Do  you  remember  the 
Scotch  poet's  grace  ?  I  never  sit  down 
to  table  but  it  turns  up  in  my  head. 
*  Some  hae  meat  and  canna  eat," — we 
don't  belong  to  that  party — '  and  some 
would  eat  that  want  it ; ' — nor  to  that 
either,  thank  goodness  ! — '  but  we  hae 
meat,  and  we  can  eat ; ' — that's  our  case 
— '  sae  let  the  Lord  be  thankit ! '  Come 
along,  Amelia,  or  I  shall  put  a  board  on 
my  breast  with  *  I  am  starving '  on  it, 
and  stand  at  the  railway  station  till 
somebody  relieves  me." 

But,  notwithstanding  the  captain's 
vivacity,  Hartington  felt  that  there  was 
something  forced  in  it,  and  noted  that 
his  friend  did  not  meet  his  gaze  with 
the  customary  frankness.  Indeed,  he 
rather  seemed  to  avoid  his  eyes,  and 
throughout  the  meal  chatted  away  to  the 
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young  folk,  scarcely  addressing  half  a 
dozen  sentences  directly  to  the  guest. 

Dinner  over,  the  captain  rose  imme- 
diately. 

"  It's  such  a  splendid  evening,  Harting- 
ton,  I  think  we'll  have  a  smoke  outside. 
Look  at  that  sunset — isn't  it  gorgeous  ? 
Ah  !  'Melia,  if  you  had  only  followed  up 
your  painting  craze  and  could  have  put 
on  canvas  the  golden  light  that  is  on 
those  trees  over  yonder,  you  would  have 
got  into  the  Academy.     Come  along  !  " 

Captain  Eothergill  gave  a  little  sigh 
as  if  he  were  really  disappointed  that 
his  daughter  had  not  developed  a  genius 
for  painting. 

**  At  one  time  I  really  thought  she  was 
going  to  do  something  with  her  brush," 
he  went  on  regretfully,  as  he  lit  his  cigar, 
but  also  apparently  with  a  desire  to  post- 
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pone  some  still  less  agreeable  topic  of 
conversation;  **but  she  gave  it  up  as 
soon  as  I  urged  her  to  go  in  for  hard 
study.  Poor  girl !  she  has  had  too  much 
to  do  in  looking  after  us  all,  and  the 
only  relaxation  she  has  had  has  been  an 
occasional  outing  with  me." 

"When  she  has  more  leisure  she  may 
try  again,"  said  Hartington  warmly;  "I 
should  like  her  to  do  it." 

The  captain  shook  his  head  and  seated 
himself  on  a  camp-stool.  His  companion 
rested  on  the  arm  of  a  rustic  chair.  The 
patch  of  green  in  front  of  the  cottage 
was  screened  from  the  road  by  a  thick 
hedge,  some  fruit  trees,  and  currant 
bushes. 

There  was  silence.  The  captain  was 
not  admiring  the  sunset  now,  and, 
although  he   puffed  vigorously,   he   was 
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evidently  not  enjoying  his  cigar.  At 
length,  abruptly  and  without  looking  up — 

**I  have  bad  news." 

**I  thought  so,"  was  the  calm  response. 

"  The  other  side  is  in  a  position  to 
prove  that  the  two  men  whose  names 
are  attached  to  the  will  as  witnesses 
were  not  in  your  uncle's  service  for  some 
months  previous  to  the  day  on  which 
it  is  dated." 

"  That  is  awkward,"  said  Hartington, 
thoughtfully;  ^'but  he  might  have  sent 
for  them." 

*'  If  he  could  have  sent  for  them  he 
could  have  sent  for  some  of  his  City 
friends;  and,  in  a  matter  of  so  much 
importance,  he  was  much  more  likely 
to  have  done  that  than  call  in  a  couple 
of  servants  who  had  been  dismissed." 

^*  I  am  sure  that  Brownrigg   was  not 
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dismissed,  and  I  believe  Short  was  only 
sent  away  because  my  uncle  gave  up 
the  carriage  and  had  no  further  use  for 
him.  However,  I  was  in  Germany  at 
the  time,  and  do  not  know  exactly  on 
what  terms  they  left." 

^'  If  we  can  only  show  that  they  parted 
on  good  terms  with  their  master,  that 
would  be  something.  But  all  this  only 
goes  to  prove  the  necessity  of  finding 
the  men.  We  are  on  the  track  of 
Brownrigg.  He  went  to  Melbourne, 
and  your  lawyers  have  sent  instructions 
to  their  agents  there  to  make  inquiries 
about  him.  Even  if  he  is  found  at  once, 
however,  it  will  be  months  before  he  can 
be  brought  here  ;  and  in  the  meanwhile 
we  have  to  discover  Short." 

^'  No  answers  have  come  to  the  adver- 
tisements? " 
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*^  Not  one." 

**  I  told  Bassnett  that  his  mother  lived 
somewhere  in  Hackney." 

**  Yes ;  but  they  can  find  no  trace  of 
her  either." 

Hartington  reflected  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then,  as  quietly  as  if  the  affair  were 
of  no  special  importance  to  himself,  he 
said — 

**  I  will  try  to  unearth  him.  He  used 
to  profess  all  sorts  of  gratitude  to  me 
because  I  did  one  or  two  little  things 
for  him,  and  if  his  gratitude  was  not 
altogether  sham,  he  will  not  refuse  to 
give  evidence,  whether  it  be  for  or 
against  me." 

**I  was  going  to  suggest  that  you 
should  see  what  you  could  do  in  the  way 
of  hunting  him  up.  But  don't  count  on 
gratitude  for  favours  done — it  is  only  the 
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gratitude  for  favours   to   come  which  is 

worth  counting  on." 

**  I  suppose  if  we  find  him  he  can  be 

compelled  to  speak  the  truth,  and  that  is 

all  we  want." 

*'  Umph — I  am   not  sure    about  being 

able  to  compel  him  to  speak  the  truth. 

However,  what  we  have  to  do  is  to  get 

hold  of  him  in  the  first  place." 

^'  I  shall  begin  my  search  to-night." 
^'  Very   good.     Then  there  is  another 

person  we  have  to  find  out — and  find  out 

in  more  senses  than  one." 
^^  Who  is  that  ?  " 
*^  Mrs.  Knowles's  friend  Jarvis." 
*^  What  has  he  to  do  with  the  case  ?  " 
**  I  believe  he  is  at  the  bottom  of  the 

whole   mischief.      More,   I    believe   that 

Mrs.   Knowles  intends  to  give   her  two 

booby  sons   a  step-father.     I  never   saw 
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the  man ;  but  when  talking  the  matter 
over  with  her,  I  could  see  plainly  enough 
that  she  had  a  particular — I  may  say  a 
very  particular — regard  for  Mr.  Jarvis. 
She  perpetually  quoted  him  as  her 
authority  for  everything  she  did  and  said. 
I  have  already  told  you  what  sort  of 
hanky-panky  might  be  going  on,  and  at 
one  time  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  sons 
were  the  mischief- workers.  My  opinion 
now  is  that  the  man  Jarvis  is  tha 
Mephistopheles,  and  I  mean  to  give  my 
special  attention  to  him." 

They  were  interrupted  by  Miss  Fother- 
gill,  who  came  hastily  forward,  saying — 

"  Papa,  there  is  Mr.  Walpole  at  the 
gate/' 

At  the  same  time  there  came  up  the 
path  a  tall  slim  gentleman  in  a  light 
brown  tweed  suit.     He  shook  hands  with 
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the  lady,  and  next  with  her  father.  There 
was  no  expression  on  his  face  :  indeed, 
the  face  seemed  incapable  of  any  expres- 
sion. And  yet  it  was  not  a  hard  face, 
and  not  a  stupid  face  either.  It  was  one 
which  revealed  perfect  self-satisfaction 
and  insensibility  to  the  pleasure  or  dis- 
pleasure of  those  with  whom  he  came  in 
contact.  But,  although  he  shook  hands 
with  Miss  Fothergill  first,  he  had  the 
grace  to  address  her  father — 

**  Glad  to  see  you  again,  captain,  and 
hope  I  find  you  well.  I  suppose  you  are 
surprised  by  my  sudden  appearance  here. 
Fact  is,  I  am  staying  with  a  neighbour  of 
yours,  and  remembering  the  address  you 
gave  me  at  Harrogate,  I  took  the  Hberty 
of  calling,  in  order  to  renew  our  pleasant 
acquaintanceship." 

*'  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  remember 
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US,"  said  the  captain,  somewhat  coldly,  as 
he  rose. 

Mr.  Walpole  was  evidently  a  man  of 
the  world — accustomed  to  make  great 
allowances  for  the  humours  of  people  he 
met.  He  was,  or  appeared  to  be,  in- 
sensible to  the  coldness  of  his  reception. 
He  accepted  the  captain's  formal  courtesy 
with  the  placid  indifference  of  one  who 
expected  no  more  ;  and  turned  at  once  to 
Miss  Fothergill  as  if  he  had  been  an  old- 
friend. 

Hartington,  after  the  first  surprise  at 
this  invasion,  scrutinized  the  man,  and 
said  to  himself,  "I  do  not  like  him." 
But  then  he  had  not  been  introduced. 
The  captain  had  either  forgotten  to  per- 
form that  ceremony,  or  did  not  wish  to 
perform  it.  Moved  by  one  of  those  vague 
feelings   of  antipathy  which    rise   appa- 
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rently  without  reason  in  the  human  breast, 
he  could  only  repeat  to  himself,  ''I  do 
not  like  him."  And  when  he  came  to 
think  of  it,  he  was  annoyed  that  such  a 
feeling  should  stir  within  him,  as  there 
was  no  tangible  cause  for  it.  He  could 
have  understood  it  if  ximelia  had  shown 
any  special  favour  to  the  new  guest.  But 
she  had  not  done  so.  She  had  announced 
his  arrival  as  calmly  as  if  he  had  been  one 
of  the  most  ordinary  visitors  to  the  cot- 
tage. There  was  not  the  slightest  change 
in  her  complexion,  voice,  or  manner.  The 
same  perfect  self-possession  characterized 
her  speech  and  manner  now  as  always. 
Then  why  should  he  be  displeased  ?  He 
did  not  know. 

Mr.  Walpole  took  his  leave,  with  many 
expressions  of  pleasure  at  finding  his 
friends  so   well,  and  promised  to  return 
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at  an  early  date.  Amelia  went  indoors 
immediately  after  his  departure. 

^^I  don't  know  why  it  is,"  said  the 
captain  meditatively,  *^  but  I  sort  of  hate 
that  man.  We  met  him  at  Harrogate — 
he  forced  his  acquaintance  upon  us — 
found  out  our  address — and  here  he  is. 
He  seems  to  be  a  fellow  who  moves  in 
decent  society ;  but  I  wish  he  had  left 
us  alone.  What  the  devil  he  wants 
pouncing  upon  us  in  this  fashion,  I  can't 
make  out.  If  I  had  been  in  a  position  to 
give  a  fortune  to  'Melia,  the  case  would 
have  been  clear  enough.  But  as  he  knows 
she  hasn't  a  penny,  I  don't  understand 
him,  and  I  don't  like  him." 

'^  I  don't  like  him  either,"  said  Hart- 
ington  in  a  low  but  emphatic  tone. 
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CHAPTEK  V. 

HIMSELF. 

Why  should  I  have  bothered  myself 
about  the  man  ?  He  was  a  decent  sort 
of  fellow,  I  dare  say,  and  would,  no  doubt, 
have  proved  an  agreeable  acquaintance 
if  I  could  only  have  got  over  that  ridi- 
culous and  unreasonable  antipathy  which 
took  possession  of  me  the  moment  he 
appeared. 

Come,  Jack,  confess  you  have  felt  that 
too.  Why,  don't  you  regulate  your  whole 
course  of  conduct  by  it  ?  You  go  up  and 
sniff  at  a  fellow  you  meet  in  the  street, 
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and  you  walk  straight  away  from  him,  or 
you  stop  to  have  a  lark. 

Well,  this  man,  Walpole,  was  one  of 
those  fellows  that  I  would  have  walked 
away  from  if  it  had  been  possible.  But  I 
could  not  without  being  offensive  and 
stupid-like,  and  you  can  guess  I  did  not 
wish  to  appear  to  be  either  in  the  eyes  of 
Queen  Mab.  .  .  .  When  I  koked  at  her 
sweet,  calm  face,  I  felt  ashamed  to  such 
a  degree  that  if  she  had  asked  me  I  would 
have  sworn  eternal  love  and  friendship 
to  this  man,  although  there  was  no  hiding 
the  fact  from  myself — I  hated  him. 

I  don't  know  why  it  was — unless  it  may 
be  my  inveterate  dislike  to  a  man  who 
permits  himself  to  be  turned  out  as  a 
tailor's  advertisement.  He  was  too  per- 
fectly got  up.  And  yet  there  was  nothing 
about  him  which  could  have  offended  the 
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most  fastidious  taste.  He  was  simply 
clean,  neat,  and  sweet  from  top  to  toe — 
his  polished  boots  and  yellow  gaiters  were 
certainly  vulgar  to  my  eyes,  but  they 
would  not  have  appeared  so  to  many 
others. 

But,  then,  my  notions  about  these 
things  are  so  droll  that  they  count  for 
nothing,  and  as  soon  as  I  was  free  from 
my  friends,  I  put  the  question  straight 
to  myself— 

^^  Is  this  some  cursed  sting  of  that 
petty  frenzy,  jealousy  ?  " 

Then  I  smiled  in  contempt  at  myself : 
for  it  was  one  of  my  nonsensical  theories 
that  no  man  should  be  jealous  —  no 
woman  should  be  jealous — for  the  man 
or  w^oman  who  could  rouse  such  a  passion 
w^as  not  worthy  of  love.  It  implies  false- 
hoc  d  on  the  part  of  the  loved  one,  and 
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for  falsehood,  scorn,  not  jealousy,  was 
the  right  sort  of  feeling  to  have. 

Falsehood !— and  Mab  ! 

I  dared  not  lift  my  eyes  to  the  calm, 
beautiful  sky  of  that  night  as  I  walked 
away  from  the  cottage,  for  very  shame 
because  its  calmness  seemed,  like  her 
eyes,  rebuking  me — so  sweetly,  oh,  so 
sweetly — for  my  baseness  in  associating 
her  dear  soul  with  a  moment's  doubt. 

*'  No,"  I  said  ;  ^'  come  what  may — I 
trust  her  ;  I  shall  never  doubt  her." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

HIS    STOKY. 

Haetington  made  his  way  to  Hackney, 
found  the  street  and  the  row  of  red-brick 
almshouse-looking  cottages  to  which  Joe 
Short  had  one  day  pointed  as  the  place 
where  his  mother  resided.  Although  the 
place  had  been  only  vaguely  indicated  by 
a  movement  of  the  whip  as  they  drove 
by  in  a  phaeton,  Hartington  had  an 
impression  that  when  Short  said,  **  That's 
where  mother  lives,"  it  was  about  the 
centre  of  the  roW. 

Accordingly  he  made  his  first  inquiries 
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at  No.  21.  The  name  was  unknown  to 
the  present  occupants ;  but  they  had 
only  been  in  the  house  a  few  weeks,  and 
were  unacquainted  with  their  neighbours. 
Maybe  the  people  next  door  could  tell 
him  what  he  wanted  to  know.  But  the 
people  next  door  could  not  help  him 
either  ;  for  they  also  were  new-comers. 
The  row  belonged  to  that  class  of  *^  weekly 
tenements  "  into  which  and  out  of  which 
workmen  move  with  their  families  as 
frequently  as  the  locahty  of  their  employ- 
ment changes. 

Hartington  was  certain  that  this  was 
the  place,  and  so  began  a  house-to-house 
visitation.  At  length  he  came  to  an  old 
ruddy-faced  man  who,  although  at  the 
moment  occupied  in  mending  a  wheel- 
barrow, was  a  gardener,  as  the  little  sign- 
board over  his  door  intimated,  ready  to 


232  LOVING   A  DPvEAM. 

give  estimates  for  garden  work  by  the 
day,  week,  or  year. 

*^  Missus  Short,"  he  repeated  in  answer 
to  Hartington's  question,  and  pausing  in 
his  work,  resting  the  hammer  on  the  edge 
of  the  wheelbarrow  as  if  it  had  been  a 
spade  stuck  in  the  ground.  He  looked 
up  with  the  leisurely  stare  common  to 
gardeners  who  are  interested  in  any  topic 
which  gives  them  an  excuse  for  halting 
in  their  toil.  ^'  Missus  Short — there  ain't 
nobody  as  I  knows  on  of  the  name  living 
hereabout.'* 

''  But  do  you  remember  any  one  of  the 
name  who  lived  here  about  two  years 
ago?" 

"  Well,  yes;  there  was  a  woman  of  that 
name  lived  with  the  Harwoods,  two  doors 
off." 

''  Thank  you.     Which  house  is  it  ?  " 
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"Ah,  the  Harwoods  have  gone  away 
months  ago." 

"  Did  Mrs.  Short  go  with  them  ?  '* 
"  Not  exactly.    She  went  before  them." 
**  Have   yon  any  notion  where  she  is 
living  now?  " 

The  old  gardener  wiped  his  brow  as  if 
the  process  of  thought  were  a  serious 
physical  labour.  The  sun  was  shining, 
but  the  wind  was  from  the  east,  so  that  it 
was  not  the  heat  of  the  day  which  made 
him  feel  as  if  he  were  perspiring  ;  and  his 
exertions  over  the  wheelbarrow  had  not 
made  him  do  so.  Long  habit  had  ren- 
dered the  movement  mechanical,  and  no 
doubt  it  afforded  him  some  sort  of  rehef . 
"  Are  you  a  friend  of  hers,  sir  ?  " 
**  I  do  not  know  her,  but  I  want  to 
learn  from  her  where  her  son  is.  Joseph 
was  his  name.'* 
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"  Oh,  then  I  don't  know  where  she  is 
living,  but  you'll  find  her  somewhere  about 
Abney  Park ;  and  if  you  go  over  to  that 
shop,  there,  you'll  hear  more  about  her 
and  her  son  nor  I  can  tell  you." 

He  pointed  towards  a  shop  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street.  The  wood- 
work was  painted  black,  with  a  thin,  gold 
border.  The  window  was  of  stained 
glass,  and  on  it,  in  black  letters,  the 
words  were  painted,  ^^  J.  Congreve,  under- 
taker." 

Hartington  understood,  and  for  a 
moment  he  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do. 
There  was  something  unpleasant  in  the 
thought  of  pursuing  the  living  through 
the  dead:  and  yet  mingled  with  that 
feehng  of  unpleasantness,  there  was,  to 
him,  the  much  more  unpleasant  realiza- 
tion of  the  fact  that   one   can   be  very 
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indifferent  in  conversation  about  the  death 
of  those  who  are  unknown  to  us. 

The  gardener  closed  his  hand  on  the 
half-crown  which  was  placed  in  it,  and 
gave  his  thanks  with  much  more  warmth 
than  he  had  given  his  information. 

^*  I  don't  know  where  she  lays,  sir,  or 
I'd  tell  you.  But,  you  see,  I  wasn't  asked 
to  the  funeral :  and  people  come  here  and 
they  go  away  in  a  greengrocer's  cart  or  in 
a  hearse,  as  may  be,  and  we  don't  know 
anything  more  about  them.  We  do  know 
a  little  more  about  them  as  goes  in  the 
hearse  nor  about  them  as  goes  t'other 
way,  though." 

At  the  undertaker's  Hartington  found 
a  little  gentleman  dressed  in  black,  who 
received  him  with  becoming  solemnity, 
thinking  his  visit  was  in  the  usual  way  of 
business.     But  as  soon  as  he  learned  that  * 
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it  was  only  a  question  as  to  the  address  of 
a  living  person,  there  was  a  brief  shade 
of  disappointment,  and  then  a  pleasant 
twinkle  dispelled  the  solemnity  of  the 
visage. 

'^  I  shall  be  pleased  to  give  you  any 
information  that  is  in  my  power,  sir. 
Pray  take  a  seat." 

He  turned  to  his  account  books,  and 
apparently  did  not  observe  that  his  visitor 
remained  standing.  The  undertaker  had 
discarded  all  his  professional  solemnity, 
and  his  somewhat  sallow  but  good-natured 
visage  had  much  the  same  smirk  as  that 
of  a  draper  who  is  vaunting  his  wares. 

"  Short — Short,"  he  muttered  as  he 
glanced  down  the  index  of  his  ledger  and 
continued  to  chat  with  his  visitor.  '^  Very 
fine  day  this,  sir.  We  have  not  had  any- 
thing like  sunshine  for  a  long  time.  ,  But 
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the  wind  keeps  in  the  east,  or  the  north- 
east, and  in  our  way  we  find  business  very 
heavy  at  such  times." 

^'  Do  you  find  busy  times  oppressive  ?  '' 
said  Hartington,  with  a  faint,  curious 
smile. 

The  man — keeping  his  finger  on  the 
place  he  had  last  scanned  in  the  book — 
looked  up  with  a  good-natured  expression, 
as  if  he  was  amused. 

*'  No,  sir,  we  do  not  find  them  oppres- 
sive— at  least  I  don't.  You  see,  I  was 
brought  up  amongst  coffins,  and  they 
don't  bother  me  more  than  tea-chests 
bother  a  grocer,  or  the  number  of  certifi- 
cates of  the  cause  of  death  affects  a  doctor. 
We  get  used  to  the  last  sad  duties,  as 
they  are  called,  and  we  cannot  afford  to 
be  sorry  for  everybody  who  wants  a  shell. 
More  than  that,  we   do   have   a   certain 
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satisfaction  when  we  have  an  order  for  a 
funeral  in  first-rate  style.  It's  business, 
sir,  and  our  business  is  like  other  people's 
business.  You  see,  people  will  die,  and 
they  must  be  buried.  Somebody  has  got 
to  do  it." 

*^  Was  the  funeral  I  am  inquiring  about 
one  of  your  first-class  style  ?  " 

"  Short — Elizabeth  Short ;  I  have  got 
it.  Folio  one  hundred  and  fifteen.  No, 
sir,  it  was  an  ordinary  affair,  and  the 
money  was  paid  prompt  by  the  woman's 
son,  Joseph  Short.  But  he  gave  his 
mother's  address,  and  he  doesn't  Hve 
there  now ;  so  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  give 
you  the  information  you  require." 

^'  That  is  unfortunate,"  said  Hartington; 
*'but  thank  you  all  the  same." 

"  Stop  a  minute  !  I  remember  the  man 
now.     He  mentioned  that  he  had  come 
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all  the  way  from  Carlisle  and  wanted  to 
get  back  by  the  night  mail.  That  was 
why  he  paid  at  once — you  understand, 
it  is  not  our  custom  to  press  for  our 
charges  until  a  decent  time  for  mourning 
has  been  allowed  to  elapse.  We  lose 
by  that  system  occasionally,  but  not 
often." 

**  Then  that  is  all  you  can  tell  me 
about  him — that  he  was  in  business  in 
CarHsle  ?  " 

*^  That  is  all,  I  am  sorry  to  say." 
Hartington  expressed  his  obligations  to 
the  cheerful  undertaker,  and  left  the  shop. 
By  the  time  he  reached  the  pavement,  he 
had  determined  what  to  do.  He  would 
go  to  Carlisle  that  evening.  The  place, 
although  important  in  border  history, 
was  not  extensive,  and  a  man  who  was 
in  business  would  be  easily  found  there. 
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First,  however,  he  must  run  down  to 
Dunthorpe  and  tell  '^  Queen  Mab "  that 
he  was  to  be  away  for  a  few  days ;  and 
if  trains  would  not  suit,  he  must  tele- 
graph. In  any  case,  he  was  resolved 
to  start  that  night ;  for  he  could  not 
endure  the  thought  of  even  twenty-four 
hours'  inactivity.  Now  that  he  was  on 
the  scent,  the  spirit  of  the  sleuth-hound 
animated  him. 

It  was  a  curious  coincidence  that  as 
he  lifted  his  head  he  saw  Mr.  Augustus 
Walpole.  The  latter,  as  neat  and  trim  as 
ever,  bowed  and  passed  on. 

^' What  the  devil  is  that  man  doing  in 
this  quarter  of  the  town?"  was  Harting- 
ton's  irritable  thought. 

He  took  a  hansom  and  drove  to  the 
Liverpool  Street  Station. 

He  had  still  time  to  go  to  Dunthorpe, 


HIS   STORY.  241 

have  an  hour  there,  and  be  hack  in  time 
for  the  evening  mail  at  Euston. 

On  arriving  at  Dunthorpe,  another 
curious  incident  occurred.  He  found 
Miss  Fothergill  at  the  station  apparently 
waiting  for  some  one,  but,  of  course,  not 
for  him.  Her  manner,  although  calm  as 
usual  in  outward  bearing,  was  to  his  eyes 
evidently  maintained  by  a  severe  effort  of 
self-control.  He  had  never  seen  such 
signs  of  agitation  in  her  before  ;  and  yet 
any  passer-by  would  have  regarded  her  as 
a  person  whose  life  and  thoughts  were 
perfectly  placid. 

**  I  thought  it  possible  that  papa  might 
come  by  this  train,"  she  explained, 
**  and  as  I  was  in  the  town  for  some 
things,  I  thought  I  would  come  and  meet 
him." 

^'  That  was  lucky  for   me,'*  exclaimed 

VOL.  III.  R 


242  LOVING  A   DREAM. 

Hartington  cordially,  ^^for  I  can  tell  you 
everything  as  we  walk  back." 

^*  Yes,  yes — excuse  me  one  moment." 
They  had  entered  the  booking-office, 
through  which  was  the  main  exit  to  the 
road.  She  returned  to  the  platform  and 
disappeared.  Was  she  still  thinking  that 
her  father  might  have  come  by  that 
train  ?  She  came  back,  and  there  was 
still  that  inexplicable  flutter  underlying 
her  calmness.  She  was  either  uncon- 
scious of  it  herself,  or,  being  conscious, 
she  pretended  to  ignore  it.  To  him  she 
was  gracious — indeed,  over-gracious  :  so 
much  so  as  to  make  him  feel  uncom- 
fortable. That  was  only  for  a  moment, 
however.  He  remembered  his  resolve  to 
trust  her  to  the  uttermost,  and  he  felt 
angry  with  himself,  that  for  an  instant 
even  he  should  have  faltered  in  his  faith. 
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"  Give  me  your  arm,"  he  said  tenderly, 
and  he  pressed  it  close  to  him  as  she 
immediately  complied  with  his  wish.  **  I 
am  going  away,  Mab." 

**  Going  away — for  how  long?"  she 
said  absently,  and  yet  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  tone  which  suggested  that 
she  was  relieved  by  the  prospect. 

**  Only  for  a  few  days — no  further  than 
Carlisle.  I  have  just  learned  that  one  of 
the  witnesses  to  the  will  is  in  business  . 
there  ;  and  when  I  find  him,  that  will  be 
a  capital  thiug  for  us.  You  would  be 
amused  if  you  knew  how  I  discovered  his 
whereabouts.  It  was  through  an  under- 
taker. I  shall  tell  you  all  about  it  another 
time.  At  present  I  am  bothered  by  the 
thought  of  leaving  you  even  for  a  few 
days.  I  don't  know  what  it  is — I  sup- 
pose it's  my  nonsense — but  I  feel  as  if  I 
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were  going  away  upon  a  long  journey,  not 
in  searcli  of  a  witness  to  the  will,  but  in 
search  of  you,  and  that  at  the  end  of  it 
I  should  not  find  you.  Is  not  that 
droll?" 

^'  Yes,  very,"  she  answered,  and  some- 
thing in  the  tone  made  him  aware  that 
she  had  not  been  paying  attention  to 
what  he  had  been  saying. 

"  Are  you  sorry  that  I  am  going 
away  ?  " 

He  glanced  towards  her  and  noted  that 
her  head  was  bowed  ;  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  ground ;  her  expression  cold  and 
hard.     She  did  not  answer. 

^^  Did  you  not  hear?" 

She  raised  her  head  as  if  startled. 

'^  What  did  you  say  ? — I  beg  your 
pardon.     I  did  not  hear." 

He  did  not  know  whether  it  was  the 
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chill  air  of  the  afternoon  or  some  nervous 
affection  of  the  heart,  but  it  seemed  as  if 
the  cold  blast  of  an  east  wind  had  passed 
through  his  whole  system. 

"  I  only  said  that  I  was  going  away  for 
a  few  days.     Are  you  sorry  ?  " 

^*  Well  —  I  suppose  it  would  be 
pleasanter  if  you  did  not  go  away,  but 
when  business  requires  your  absence,  it 
would  be  very  selfish  of  me  to  wish  you 
to  stay." 

**Yes,  of  course,  that  is  the  sensible 
way  of  looking  at  it." 

But  somehow  he  did  not  appreciate 
the  good  sense  she  displayed  on  this 
occasion  so  much  as  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  do  when  he  observed  it 
under  other  conditions.  And  there  was 
neither  warmth  nor  playfulness  in  her 
voice,    even    when   she    '^supposed"    it 
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would  be  pleasanter  if  he  had  not  to  go 
away.  He  could  not  help  taking  notice 
of  her  strange  manner. 

"Are  you  not  well  to-day?"  he 
asked. 

**  I  am  a  little  out  of  sorts — a  slight 
headache — nothing  to  speak  of.  I  shall 
be  better  by-and-by."  Then  with  a 
forced  smile  she  added,  "  Women  can- 
not be  always  cheerful  and  well,  you 
know,  any  more  than  men.  Don't  pay 
any  attention  to  it  and  I  shall  recover 
the  sooner.  ...  So,  you  do  not  think 
you  will  be  long  away  ?  " 

The  effort  to  turn  the  conversation  was 
:;is  palpable  as  the  effort  to  smile.  He 
was  disturbed  and  thoughtful,  but  he 
answered  softly — 

'^  I  may  be  able  to  return  the  day  after 
to-morrow." 
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**  So  soon ! — then  there  will  be  no 
necessity  for  writing.  I  never  was  a  good 
correspondent  even  to  my  father,  and  I 
have  always  had  an  unspeakable  horror  of 
what  people  call  love-letters." 

There  was  a  slight  indication  of  a  sup- 
pressed hysterical  laugh ;  and  he  became 
still  more  thoughtful  than  before  as  he 
replied — 

**Any  kind  of  letter  becomes  a  love- 
letter  when  it  is  written  by  one  who  loves.  * 
There  is  no  need  for  protestations  or 
endearments  in  it;  all  that  is  wanted  is 
that  it  should  be  a  sign  that  the  absent 
one  is  being  remembered." 

"  But  I  should  have  nothing  to  say  ! 
You  would  not  care  much  to  learn  that  I 
had  mended  a  shirt,  or  a  pair  of  gloves,  or 
darned  a  stocking,  or  spoiled  the  dinner." 

**  Even    such    items    as    these  would 
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interest  me,  because  they  would  lielp 
me  to  see  you  in  your  daily  life." 

"Nothing  of  the  kind  —  you  would 
think  me  a  silly,  stupid  woman,  and 
would  be  tired  of  me  before  you  had  read 
a  dozen  lines." 

"  I  shall  never  think  you  stupid,"  he 
said  slowly,  and  looking  at  her  as  if  she 
stood  afar  off,  although  she  was  by  his 
side,  her  arm  linked  in  his. 

Now  she  did  laugh,  and  in  spite  of 
himself  he  felt  that  there  was  some- 
thing harsh  in  the  sound. 

"It  is  fortunate  for  me  that  you  will 
not  be  put  to  the  test  just  yet,  because, 
as  you  are  to  be  back  so  soon,  I  need  not 
afflict  you  with  a  letter." 

"  I  shall  telegraph  to-morrow,  and  if  I 
am  unable  to  return  by  the  evening  train, 
I  should  like  you  to  send  me  a  few  lines. 
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if  they  only  tell  me  that  you  are  quite 
free  from  headache." 

^'  Oh,  dear ! — how  sorry  I  am  for  you  !  " 
And  she  meant  it.  He  did  not  know 
exactly  how  to  take  the  exclamation ;  he 
wanted  to  accept  it  as  a  good  sign  that 
she  was  getting  over  her  unaccountable 
nervousness  and  was  able  to  jest  even 
in  this  feeble  way.  But  nervousness  is 
infectious,  and  some  of  hers  had  taken 
possession  of  him.  Much  to  his  chagrin 
he  caught  himself  thinking  strange,  un- 
pardonable thoughts  about  the  possible 
meaning  of  her  curious  manner.  He 
strove  to  put  the  ugly  things  away  from 
him — out  of  pure  selfishness  he  strove 
hard,  for  he  knew  that  he  would  be 
wretched  indeed  if  he  went  away  with  the 
notion  that  she  was  glad  of  his  going. 
So  he  compelled  himself  to  take  the 
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view  of  the  case  that  he  wished  to  take. 
She  had  a  headache,  she  was  out  of  sorts 
— and  no  wonder,  considering  all  she  had 
to  do.  Allowance  must  be  made — much 
greater  allowance  than  in  his  stupid 
seljSshness  he  had  hitherto  done — for  the 
thousand  and  one  trifling  difficulties  she 
had  to  encounter  every  day,  and  which, 
accumulating,  became  serious  causes  of 
worry.  Did  he  not  know  that  petty 
worries  cause  more  wear  and  tear  of 
brain  and  muscle  than  huge  calamities  ? 

Poor  Queen  Mab  !  how  sorely  she  must 
have  been  tried  before  she  permitted  her 
trouble  to  become  apparent  to  him  or  to 
any  one.     He  said  very  tenderly — 

^^  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  has 
upset  you  to-day.  The  mere  telling  it 
might  give  you  some  relief;  for  people 
often  find  that  things  which  are  big  bug- 
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bears  in  their  own  broodings  become  very 
poor  shadows  as  soon  as  they  begin  to 
speak  of  them." 

*'  I  thought  I  asked  you  to  help  me  to 
get  better  by  not  paying  any  attention 
to  whatever  you  see  unusual  about  me. 
There  now,  please  don't  trouble — ask  my 
father  :  he  will  tell  you  that  I  always  get 
over  things  soonest  when  nobody  minds 
me  1  Won't  you  be  kind,  and  not  make 
me  worse  by  useless  questions  ?  " 

«« Very  well,"  he  answered  gently ;  but 
he  was  sorry  to  find  that  he  had  not  yet 
acquired  the  power  to  soothe  her  when 
others  could  not. 

He  had  half  an  hour  to  spend  at  the 
cottage  before  starting  for  his  train ;  and 
more  than  half  that  time  was  occupied 
in  writing  a  note  to  Captain  Fothergill, 
informing  him   of  the  discovery  he   had 
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made,  and  requesting  him  to  telegraph  or 
write  to  the  Station  Hotel,  Carlisle,  if  any 
suggestions  for  his  guidance  should  occur 
to  him. 

"  I  suppose  we  are  to  say  good-bye  now, 
Mab,"  he  said,  taking  her  hands. 

For  a  moment  her  head  was  turned 
away,  and  then  she  looked  pityingly  into 
his  sad  eyes. 

'*  No ;  I  will  go  to  the  station  with  you 
— we  may  meet  my  father," 

His  eyes  brightened  instantly,  and  a 
happy  smile  flashed  on  his  face. 

*' That  is  kind  of  you,  Mab.  I  am 
greedy  of  every  moment  that  may  be 
spent  in  your  presence.  I  wish  you  could 
go  with  me  all  the  way,  and  then  I 
should  be  no  longer  haunted  by  that 
horrid  nightmare  of  seeking  for  you  and 
not  finding  you." 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 

HIMSELF. 

Oh  !  Jack,  Jack,  that  journey !  You 
don't  know  anything  about  Dante  or 
Don  Quevedo,  but  all  their  travels 
through  the  infernal  regions  were  pleasure 
trips  compared  to  my  passage  from  Euston 
to  Carlisle — a  commonplace  excursion 
which  people  make  every  day  and  think 
nothing  at  all  about  it ;  but  in  that 
brief  journey  of  little  more  than  seven 
hours  I  passed  through  ages  of  purgatory. 
Why  was  I  so  miserable  ?  How  good 
and  kind  she  had  been  all  through  this 
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courtship  which  had  been  carried  on 
tinder  the  torments  of  doubt  and  hope  ! 
At  any  moment  I  might  be  a  rich  man — 
at  any  moment  a  penniless  duffer,  with- 
out trade  or  profession  at  command  to 
earn  a  crust.  Yet  to  the  last  she  was 
kind.  We  kissed ;  we  parted.  That 
was  all. 

I  wished  to  say  something  cheery  and 
the  words  would  not  come.  She  did  not 
say,  hope  :  she  looked  wretched — as  if 
hope  could  never  find  any  place  in  her 
mind  again. 

Why  was  she  so  kind  and  yet  so  cruel  ? 
If  she  could  only  have  smiled  —  only 
have  said,  ^*  Take  courage  !  "  I  should 
have  been  brave  as  a  lion.  But  she 
could  not  do  it ;  and  still  her  hand 
lingered  in  mine  as  if  she  were  afraid 
to  take  it  away — as  if  she,  too,  felt  those 
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vague  alarms  whicli  had  taken  possession 
of  me  that  there  was  something  fatal 
in  this  parting. 

It  is  only  for  a  few  days,  I  said  again 
and  again  to  myself;  it  is  ridiculous  to 
think  of  it  so  seriously.  It  is  one  of  the 
commonest  incidents  in  life.  Men  go 
forth  to  their  business  or  to  their  plea- 
sure ;  the  women  remain  at  home  to  keep 
it  in  order,  and  to  be  ready  to  give  their 
wanderers  a  cheery  welcome.  They  take 
it  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  going  to 
and  fro,  and  are  content. 

Why,  then,  should  we  part  in  such 
gloom  ?  What  children  we  were  to 
imagine  that  a  few  hours'  separation 
could  count  for  anything  in  the  long 
years  that  we  were  to  spend  together ! 

Oh  !  Mab,  dear  Mab,  you  are  my  sun, 
and   the  clouds  cover  you   in   this  cold 
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morning;  but  you  will  burst  through 
them  and  gladden  me  with  your  bright 
face  by-and-by ! 

I  tried  to  laugh  at  myself,  Jack,  to 
scoff  at  my  rhapsodies  and  absurdities 
as  the  train  went  flying  along  to  the 
cold  north.  But  the  more  I  tried  to 
laugh  and  scoff,  the  darker  became  that 
cloud  which  covered  the  face  of  my  sun ; 
and  at  last  the  cloud  took  the  shape  and 
features  of  that  man  Walpole. 

The  devil  of  doubt  had  got  possession 
of  me,  and  I  could  not  help  myself. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

HIS    STORY. 

There  was  no  sleep  for  him  during  that 
weary  night  journey,  and  yet  it  was  little 
more  than  seven  hours.  Seven  years 
seemed  more  like  the  time  to  him.  The 
temptation  to  get  out  at  every  station 
at  which  the  train  stopped,  and  to  make 
his  way  back  to  London  by  the  first 
mail,  became  a  distressing  mania  that 
he  found  difficulty  in  controlling. 

A  little  after  four  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing he  stepped  out  of  the  train  at  Carlisle, 
and  the    raw   cold    atmosphere   of   that 
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hour  refreshed  him.  He  was  still  more 
refreshed  by  the  fact  that  he  had  com- 
pleted his  journey  without  doing  any- 
thing foolish.  How  Mab — although  she 
was  the  Queen  of  Dreams — would  have 
laughed  at  him  with  contempt  if  he  had 
given  way  to  his  weakness  and  returned 
to  her,  the  object  of  his  mission  unac- 
complished ! 

When  he  got  into  the  hotel,  he  went 
to  bed  in  the  hope  of  securing  a  couple 
of  hours'  sleep  before  beginning  the 
business  of  the  day.  He  was  drowsy 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  tossed  about 
restlessly  for  an  hour.  He  got  up,  bathed 
and  dressed.  Then  he  took  out  his 
writing-case  and  began  a  letter  to  Mab. 
Talking  to  her,  even  in  this  way,  relieved 
him,  and  when  he  had  told  her,  in  as 
jocular  a  way  as  was  possible   for  him. 
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all  about  his  foolish  nightmares,  he  felt 
much  better. 

He  went  out  for  a  walk.  The  cold 
grey  town  looked  miserable  in  the  misty 
morning,  and  he  was  glad  to  find  his 
way  past  the  ancient  castle  to  the  river. 
There  was  something  companionable  in 
the  motion  and  murmur  of  the  water. 
He  could  imagine  that  he  was  again 
walking  with  her  by  that  pleasant  river 
in  the  gentle  south — walking  with  her  . 
under  the  willows,  where  she  had  told 
him  that  great  mystery  of  a  woman's 
heart — she  loved  him  ! 

There  was  the  charm  which  dispelled 
all  troublous  thoughts.  He  could  hear 
the  low  whisper,  he  could  feel  the  warm 
breath  on  his  cheek,  see  the  drooping 
tearful  eyes,  and  feel  the  touch  of  her 
dear  hands  on  his  shoulder.     She  loved 
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him !  He  was  happy,  and  the  remem- 
brance of  that  scene  burst  like  sunhght 
through  the  mist. 

The  morning  was  no  longer  dull,  the 
grey  town  no  longer  miserable ;  the 
touch  of  her  hand  had  brightened 
everything  he  looked  upon. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  hotel,  a  tele- 
gram was  handed  to  him.  Was  it  from 
her?     No,  the  captain. 

**  Sorry  to  miss  you,"  it  said.  *'  Think 
you  have  done  right.  Find  that  man 
and  all  is  safe.     Letter  follows." 

After  breakfast  Hartington  saw  the 
manager  of  the  hotel  and  began  his 
inquiries  about  Joseph  Short  with  him. 
No  one  of  that  name  was  known  to  the 
manager.  The  directory  was  examined : 
there  were  half  a  dozen  Shorts,  but  only 
one    who    bore    the    Christian    name  of 
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Joseph,  and  he  was  a  shoemaker.  On 
referring  to  the  advertisement  pages  of 
the  book,  Hartington  learned  that  this 
man  had  been  "  estabHshed  thirty  years  " 
in  the  town. 

"  That  is  not  the  man,  for  the  one  I 
am  seeking  could  not  have  left  my  uncle's 
house  more  than  three  years  ago." 

^^Bufc  have  you  no  idea  what  kind  of 
business  he  would  be  likely  to  go  into  ?" 
inquired  the  manager. 

"Well,  it  just  occurs  to  me  that  on 
one  occasion  he  told  me  his  idea  of  com- 
fortable retirement  was  to  have  a  quiet 
'pub.,'  as  he  called  it,  in  some  country 
town.  I  suppose  that  is  the  business  he 
has  gone  into." 

Then  the  list  of  pubHcans  was  searched, 
without  result. 

"  It  might  be  that  he  has  bought  some- 
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body's  business  and  is  carrying  it  on 
under  the  name  of  the  original  pro- 
prietor," suggested  the  manager. 

"  That's  it,"  said  Hartington,  calliDg  to 
mind  that  if  the  captain's  suspicion  were 
correct — if  Short  had  been  bribed  by 
Mrs.  Knowles  or  her  friends  to  keep  out 
of  the  way — this  was  the  very  thing  he 
would  do.  *'  The  matter  must  have 
passed  through  the  hands  of  some  agent. 
I  shall  inquire  of  every  one  in  the 
town." 

He  telegraphed  to  Mab  that  he  would 
not  be  able  to  return  for  a  few  days,  and 
asked  her  to  write.  Then  he  visited 
soHcitors,  auctioneers,  and  estate  agents, 
but  none  of  them  had  transferred  any 
lease  or  property  to  the  person  named. 
Late  in  the  afternoon  he  sent  the  letter 
written  early  in  the  morning  with  some 
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additions  to  Mab.  He  also  wrote  to 
the  captain  and  to  Mr.  Bassnett,  his 
lawyer. 

On  the  following  morning  he  was  up 
early  and  eagerly  inquired  for  his  letters. 
There  was  one  from  Captain  Fothergill, 
not  a  sign  from  her.  The  chief  informa- 
tion conveyed  in  the  captain's  letter  was 
that  Brownrigg  had  been  found  in  Sydney, 
and  was  willing  to  return  to  England,  as 
he  had  lost  all  his  money.  Further,  Mr, 
Bassnett's  inquiries  about  Joseph  Short 
promised  to  be  successful. 

Hartington  wrote  again  to  Mab,  giving 
a  faithful  account  of  his  proceedings,  and 
still  trying  to  write  cheerily  whilst  he 
reminded  her  gently  that  he  longed  for 
a  few  words  from  her,  to  keep  him  in 
patience  with  the  seemingly  wild-goose 
chase  in  which  he  was  engaged. 
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Another  day — another  night.  Still  no 
letter  from  her.  The  silence  was  very 
strange. 

On  the  third  day  after  his  arrival  in 
Carlisle  he  discovered  the  place  of  the 
man  he  sought  by  the  help  of  a  constable. 
A  small  tavern  in  one  of  the  side  streets, 
not  far  from  the  hotel,  had  been  bought 
by  Short  from  its  former  tenant,  whose 
name  still  remained  over  the  door.  It 
was  an  old-fashioned  place,  frequented 
chiefly  by  sailors,  their  sweethearts  and 
wives,  railway  porters,  navvies,  and  a 
curious  mongrel  sort  of  people  who  had 
no  special  vocation  but  managed  to  pick 
up  a  livelihood  as  hawkers,  tinkers,  chair- 
menders,  and  by  helping  themselves  when 
occasion  offered  to  anything  that  was  at 
hand. 

Short  was  not  at  home.     He  had  gone 
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away  two   days   before,   and  it  was  not 
known  when  he  might  return. 

•"  I  must  wait  for  him,"  said  Harting- 
ton,  as  he  turned  away  wearily  from  the 
tavern. 

A  week  passed ;  eight,  nine,  ten, 
eleven  days  passed,  and  still  there  was 
no  sign  from  her.  The  silence  was  very 
strange. 

It    could    not   be   that    she    was    ill ; 
because  he  had  frequent  letters  from  her  • 
father,  and  there  was  no  mention  of  ill- 
ness at  the  cottage.     Surely  her  father 
would  have  told  him  if  she  had  been  ill. 

He  had  written  every  day,  and  not- 
withstanding all  her  declared  aversion  to 
letter-writing,  it  was  impossible  to  con- 
ceive how  she  should  be  so  insensible  to 
his  anxiety  as  to  remain  perfectly  silent, 
when  he  daily  implored  her  to  send  him 
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only  one  word  to  assure  him  that  she  was 
well. 

He  wrote  to  the  captain  asking  if  there 
was  anything  the  matter  with  her.  This 
singular  reply  came  : — 

"  I  have  just  spoken  to  Bassnett.  He 
has  sent  a  man  to  look  after  Joseph 
Short.  You  need  not  remain  any  longer 
unless  you  like  to  do  so.  I  should  say 
you  had  better  stay — hut  please  yourself. 

"  Regarding  my  daughter — she  is  well 
enough,  so  far  as  I  can  see  ;  but  I  do  not 
know  anything  about  her  private  affairs, 
and  therefore  cannot  explain  why  she  has 
not  replied  to  your  letters.  Brownrigg  is 
returning  from  Sydney  and  is  on  your 
side.  My  own  idea  is  that  you  should 
leave  the  whole  thing  to  Bassnett,  and 
not  bother  any  more  about  the  evidence. 
Bassnett  is  of  the  same  opinion." 
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This  alone  would  have  decided  him  to 
return  at  once;  but  his  resolution  was 
quickened  by  the  arrival  of  a  *^  person  " 
who  presented  the  card  of  Hartington's 
solicitors.  He  was  an  intelligent  man  of 
business,  who  gathered  at  once  all  that 
Hartington  had  learned,  and  satisfied 
him  that  his  presence  was  no  longer 
requisite. 

Hartington  was  anxious  to  get  back  to 
London  and  to  Briarmount  Cottage,  and 
he  listened  with  pleased  ears  to  the  man 
who  had  been  sent  to  relieve  him. 

^*The  fact  is,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Ivy,  the 
representative  of  Bassnett  and  Co.  for 
the  time  being,  ''these  little  affairs  are 
managed  best  by  strangers.  You  see,  the 
man  we  want — Short  by  name — got  notice 
of  your  arrival  here  and  he  skedaddled. 
He  won't  do  that  when  a  stranger  is  on 
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the  scent.  All  the  same  it's  to  your 
advantage  that  he  should  try  to  keep  out 
of  the  way." 

Hartington  having  given  Mr.  Ivy  all  the 
information  he  possessed,  took  the  next 
train  back  to  London.  He  was  too  much 
disturbed  by  the  strange  silence  of  his 
betrothed  to  care  whether  Short  was 
found  or  not. 

*  *  *  * 

**  Papa,"  said  Miss  Fothergill,  entering 
her  father's  snuggery — a  little  cupboard 
room,  where  he  usually  smoked  and  had 
his  glass  of  grog  when  alone  of  an 
evening  —  '^I  want  to  speak  to  you 
about  something  of  importance." 

*^  What  is  it?" 

The  captain  was  not  pleased ;  and  it 
was  not  because  his  daughter  interfered 
with  his  meditations.      She   often  came 
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to  him  in  his  little  sanctum,  and  he  had 
been  hitherto  pleased  to  see  her. 

She  answered  as  calmly  as  if  she  were 
referring  to  the  latest  prices  of  butter  or 
bacon — 

'^I  am  going  to  marry  Mr.  Walpole, 
and  I  want  you  to  tell  Mr.  Hartington." 

The  father  laid  down  his  pipe,  dropped 
the  paper  he  had  been  reading  to  one  side 
of  his  chair,  and  said  quietly — 

"  I  thought  that  was  coming,  Amelia  ;► 
Do  you  think  you  are  acting  rightly  or 
wisely  ?  '* 

^^  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  papa," 
was  the  placid  reply,  her  eyes  opening  a 
little  as  if  she  were  as  much  surprised  as 
she  was  capable  of  being  at  anything  by 
the  strange  remark  and  manner  of  her 
father. 

^*  My  meaning  is  plain   enough  :    do 
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you  think  you  are  acting  rightly  hy  this 
conduct  towards  Hartington,  or  wisely 
in  accepting  a  man  like  Mr.  Walpole 
whose  acquaintance  is  not  six  weeks 
old?" 

He  spoke  with  a  gravity  she  had  not 
seen  in  him  before. 

Miss  Fothergill  gently  rubbed  one  hand 
on  the  other,  and  proceeded  calmly — 

^^  I  have  thought  of  it,  papa,  and  think 
— do  you  not  ? — that  it  is  wiser  and 
better  to  change  one's  mind  before  mar- 
riage than  to  be  sorry  afterwards." 

^^  Undoubtedly,"  said  the  captain  drily; 
^^  but  the  change  should  be  made  before 
matters  have  gone  quite  so  far  as  they 
have  between  you  and  Hartington." 

'^  1  have  too  much  confidence  in  Mr. 
Hartington  to  believe  that  he  would  wish 
me  to  act  otherwise  when  he  learns  that 
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I  consider  this  course  the  best  for  him  as 
well  as  for  myself." 

**  I  am  sure  he  will  not  desire  to  have 
anything  further  to  do  with  you  when  he 
learns  that  you  are  capable  of  even  think- 
ing of  jilting  him  in  this  way,"  interrupted 
the  father  hotly. 

"  That  being  the  case,  papa,"  she  went 
on  without  appearing  to  observe  that  his 
temper  was  disturbed,  ^'you  cannot  say 
that  I  have  not  acted  rightly.  As  for  Mr- 
Walpole,  we  know  that  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  fortune  and  position." 

The  captain  eyed  her  keenly,  his  brows 
knitting  into  broad  wrinkles. 

*^  Do  you  care  for  the  man  ?  " 

*^  I  suppose  so." 

*'And  on  the  supposition  you  are  con- 
tent to  throw  over  one  about  whom  we 
know  everything  ?    Amelia,  Amelia — I  am 
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glad  your  mother  cannot  hear  you.  We 
have  only  Walpole's  word  for  it  that  he 
has  either  fortune  or  position." 

'^  We  know  that  he  is  staying  with  the 
earl,"  she  replied  as  calmly  as  ever,  whilst 
still  rubbing  the  one  hand  on  the  back  of 
the  other. 

**  Yes,  staying  because  he  has  come 
to  induce  the  earl  to  lend  his  name  as 
chairman  to  a  rotten  company." 

*^  Oh,  papa,  you  must  be  mistaken;  he 
has  known  his  lordship  for  a  long  time, 
and  he  has  told  me  all  about  the 
company." 

That  fact  satisfied  her  that  her  father 
was  mistaken.     He  frowned. 

^'  I  know  that  he  is  a  dishonourable 
man,  and  came  to  my  house  for  a  dis- 
honourable purpose,  which  through  your 
folly  he  has  been  enabled  to  accompHsh." 
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She  was  still  unmoved.  Her  faith  iu 
'^fortune  and  position"  was  not  to  be 
dispelled  by  a  few  angry  words  and  accu- 
sations even  when  they  came  from  her 
father.     She  smiled  in  her  placid  way. 

*'  Your  interest  in  Mr.  Hartington 
makes  you  unjust,  papa.  What  possible 
motive  could  Mr.  Walpole  have  in  coming 
here  except  to  see  us  ?  And  how  could 
my  folly,  as  you  call  it,  help  him  in  the 
least  little  bit  to  carry  out  the  wicked  * 
designs  with  which  you  charge  him  ?  " 

^*  By   telling   him "     The   captain 

began  impulsively  and  stopped  abruptly. 
He  proceeded  with  stern  calmness.  ^'  You 
are  old  enough  to  take  the  matter  into 
your  own  hands.  Do  so ;  marry  him  if 
you  please  against  my  will;  but  expect 
neither  pity  nor  sympathy  from  me  when 
you   discover  your    mistake.      You    are 
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casting  aside  a  man  who  would  be  better 
as  a  beggar  than  that  fellow  as  a  million- 
aire. I  have  spoken  my  last  word  on  the 
subject;  but,  as  your  father,  I  ask  you 
to  consider  carefully  what  you  are  about 
to  do,  and  give  me  some  credit  for  a  desire 
to  see  you  happy.  Hartington  will  be  here 
to-morrow  :  tell  him  yourself  what  you 
have  decided  to  do." 

With  that  Captain  Fothergill  went  out 
to  the  meadow  at  the  back  of  the  cottage 
to  smoke  and  walk  off  his  perturbation. 

'^  Papa  is  in  a  passion,"  she  said,  as 
she  walked  to  the  window.  She  was 
expecting  Mr.  Walpole. 

She  was  always  thoughtful  in  her 
manner ;  but  at  this  moment  her  ex- 
pression was  more  thoughtful  than  usual. 
Was  she  making  a  mistake  ?  As  to  the 
annoyance    Mr.    Hartington    might    feel 
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when  lie  learned  that  she  had  changed 
her  mind,  of  course  he  would  speedily  get 
over  that.  He  would  call  her  a  few  had 
names  and  then  go  and  enjoy  himself  as 
other  men  did  under  similar  circum- 
stances. Nothing  more  would  happen  in 
that  respect. 

But  was  she  making  a  mistake  ?  She 
knew  perfectly  well  that  her  father  did 
desire  to  see  her  happy.  She  knew 
also  perfectly  well  that  he  was  not 
a  man  to  speak  ill  of  another  without 
strong  grounds  for  doing  so.  Then,  if 
what  he  said  were  true,  or  even  partly 
true — this  Walpole  was  an  impostor,  and 
she  could  have  nothing  further  to  do  with 
him.  On  the  other  hand,  her  father  waa 
passionate,  took  strong  hkes  and  dislikes 
— had  blundered  before  now  in  his  im- 
petuous judgment  of  men ;    and  in  the 
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present    case     his     prejudice    no  '  doubt 
affected  his  judgment. 

Why  had  he  not  given  her  his  reasons 
for  what  he  said? — some  proof?  No 
ghmmer  of  the  reason  entered  her  mind : 
he  could  not  trust  her  so  long  as  she 
maintained  an  obstinate  belief  in  Mr. 
Walpole. 

However,  it  was  easy  to  apply  the  test 
which  would  satisfy  her  by  putting  a  few 
plain  questions  to  the  man  himself. 
There  he  is  coming  up  the  path  from 
the  gate. 

Mr.  Walpole  entered,  smartly  dressed 
as  usual,  and  advanced  gaily  to  the  lady 
who  had  promised  to  marry  him.  He 
kissed  her,  and  she  shrank  a  little  from 
the  kiss.  Slight  as  the  movement  was, 
he  observed  it,  and  regarding  her  with 
surprise,  inquired  the  cause. 
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ccjf 

you 

will  sit  down,  I  will 

try 

to  tell 

yon." 

He  offered  her  a  chair,  bnt  she 
remained  standing.  He  bent  over  the 
back  of  the  chair,  peering  into  her  face. 

"You  are  puzzling  me.  Speak  out  at 
once,  my  dear  Amelia  ;  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  My  father  objects,"  she  answered, 
without  turning  round. 

"You  expected  that,  and  so  did  I,"  he 
said  quite  cheerfully,  and  as  if  there  was 
nothing  at  all  to  be  bothered  about  on 
that  score. 

"  But  he  has  also  ...  he  has  also 
informed  me  that  I  misunderstand  your 
real  position." 

"  Why,  how  can  that  be,  when  I  have 
told  you  all  about  it  ?  " 

"  He  thinks  you  have  not  told  me  the 
whole  truth." 
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''Oh!''   exclaimed   Mr.   Walpole   with' 
various  inflections  of  the  voice — surprise, 
curiosity,  and  indifference. 

At  the  same  time  he  drew  back,  lifting 
his  head  with  as  fair  an  appearance  of 
haughtiness  as  could  be  expected  from 
any  man  who  found  his  honour  suddenly 
questioned.  Next  he  acted  as  any  honest 
man  would  do  under  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances. He  advanced  and  took  her 
hand.  The  full  light  of  the  window  fell 
on  their  faces. 

*'  Look  at  me,"  he  said  calmly.  ''  Say, 
do  you  think  I  have  not  told  you  the 
truth?" 

*'  If  you  say  that  my  father  is  mis- 
taken, I  suppose  I  shall  believe  you,"  she 
answered  with  proper  caution. 

''That's  all  right.  Where  is  your 
father?" 
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"  He  went  out  a  few  minutes  ago  ;  but 
1  do  not  think  he  will  see  you." 

*^  Ah,  but  he  must  see  me.  He  must 
come  with  me  to  my  solicitors  to-morrow, 
and  satisfy  himself  that  you  have  heard 
nothing  but  the  truth  from  me ;  satisfy 
himself  that  he  has  listened  too  readily 
to  calumny.  Luckily,  I  know  who  the 
calumniator  is,  and  he  shall  be  brought 
to  book  for  it." 

Nothing  could  be  more  natural  thai> 
his  indignation,  nothing  more  natural 
and  straightforward  than  his  conduct. 
She  was  satisfied  :  she  was  certain  her 
father  would  have  been,  had  he  been 
present ;  and  there  was  a  slight  glow  on 
her  pale  face  as  she  spoke — 

'*  You  know  the  calumniator — who  is 
he?" 

"  You  do  not  require  to  ask  that.     You 
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know  the  only  person  who  could  have  a 
motive  for  this  outrage.  .  .  .  When  does 
he  return  to  London  ?  " 

The  name  of  Hartington  had  not 
been  mentioned,  and  yet  she  understood 
perfectly  that  the  question  referred  to 
him. 

**  He  is  to  be  here  to-morrow/'  was  her 
response  ;  *'but  I  believe  you  wrong  him 
as  much  by  your  suspicions  as  my  father 
wronged  you  by  his  :  give  up  that  idea, 
please." 

^^  He  shall  have  ample  opportunity  of 
clearing  himself,  as  he  is  to  be  here  to- 
morrow, you  say." 

*^Yes." 

"  Then,  first,  I  hold  you  to  your 
promise  ;  tell  him  what  we  have  decided 
upon  doing.  See,  then,  if  he  does  not 
betray  himself.      This  is  not  very  like 
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a  lovers'  meeting;  but  you  must  be 
satisfied  and  your  father  must  be  satisfied 
of  my  honour.  I  wish  to  write  a  line 
asking  your  father  to  meet  me." 

She  supplied  him  with  the  materials, 
and  he  hurriedly  wrote  a  few  lines,  she 
observing  him  with  a  placid  expression 
of  admiration.  There  was  a  kind  of 
triumph  to  her  in  proving  to  her  father 
that  he  had  made  a  mistake.  She  would 
not  make  any  exertion  to  secure  a  triumph^ 
of  this  or  any  other  kind;  but  when  it 
came  in  her  way  she  was  gratified  by  it. 

**He      comes     to-morrow,"     repeated 
Walpole  whilst  closing  the  envelope. 

*^  My  father  says  so." 

**Do   you    know  the    time?  —  has  he 
succeeded  in  his  business  ?  " 

"  I  should  imagine  he  must  have  done 
so,  or  he  would  not  return." 
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*^  Did  your  father  say  he  had  ?  " 

*'  No ;  he  was  too  much  displeased  to 
speak  about  anything  except  the " 

^*  Except  the  mistake  you  make  in 
preferring  me  to  his  friend,"  he  said, 
taking  up  the  sentence  which  she  seemed 
unwilling  to  complete.  He  was  smiling 
with  evident  self-satisfaction.  '^Ah, 
well,  to-morrow  we  shall  have  the  pleasure 
of  convincing  your  father  that  you  have 
acted  like  the  good,  sensible  darling  that 
you  are." 

Then  he  rose,  and  they  stood  together 
at  the  window,  his  arm  round  her,  heads 
close  together.  And  they  talked  in  low 
tones  as  the  twilight  deepened,  and  Miss 
Fothergill  never  thought  of  lighting  the 
lamp  until  he  had  gone  away,  promising 
to  return  with  her  father  on  the  following 
evening,  when  he  expected  to  learn  that 
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Hartington  had  got  his  dismissal.  His 
confidence  inspired  her  with  confidence ; 
and  she  could  not  comprehend  how  her 
father  could  possibly  entertain  a  doubt 
of  the  honour  of  one  who  was  acting  so 
straightforwardly. 

The  light  showed  her  the  note  lying 
on  the  table.  She  wished  that  she  had 
thought  of  asking  him  to  tell  her  its 
contents,  so  that  she  should  be  prepared 
for  anything  her  father  might  say.  But, 
of  course,  he  had  taken  for  granted  that 
she  understood  what  he  was  writing — 
a  formal  request  that  the  captain  should 
meet  him  at  his  solicitors'  to-morrow,  in 
order  that  everything  might  be  investi- 
gated and  explained.  Still,  she  would 
have  liked  to  read  the  letter.  Whatever 
doubt  the  earnest  warning  of  her  father 
had  stirred,   had    been    completely    dis- 
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missed  as  long  as  Walpole  remained  with 
her ;  and  now  that  she  was  alone,  it  was 
not  exactly  doubt  which  affected  her, 
but  curiosity — at  least,  so  she  assured 
herself. 

Captain  Fothergill  returned  late.  He 
had  been  paying  a  visit  to  a  neighbour, 
he  said ;  for  Amelia  was  waiting  up  for 
him,  occupied  with  her  needle  and  her 
thoughts. 

He  opened  Walpole's  note,  read  it, 
frowned,  tore  it,  and  threw  the  fragments 
into  the  grate. 

*^  I  hope  you  will  consent  to  meet  Mr. 
Walpole  to-morrow,  papa,"  she  said, 
without  looking  up  from  her  seam. 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  That  is  unfair  to  him  and — to  me. 
He  wants  to  take  you  to  his  solicitors  to 
satisfy  you  about  everything." 


HIS   STOKY.  285 

The  father's  eyes  were  sad  as  they 
rested  on  his  daughter. 

*^Poor  child!  that  note  only  invited 
me  to  lunch  with  him  at  the  Cosmos." 

"Yes,  but  to  go  with  him  afterwards 
to  his  lawyers." 

"  His  lawyers  !  —  Mrs.  Knowles's 
lawyers,  you  mean." 

*'Well,  I  suppose  they  have  more 
clients  than  one,  and  you  have  yourself 
said  they  are  very  respectable  people^. 
You  ought  to  be  the  more  ready  to  go 
to  them  and  to  believe  in  him." 

She  had  seen  the  man  again;  she  had 
tested  him,  and  still  believed  in  him,  in 
spite  of  earnest  warning !  Was  this 
infatuation  or  merely  obstinate  defence 
of  her  own  weakness?  Whichever  it 
might  be.  Captain  Fothergill  was  dis- 
tressed by  it,   and  felt  that  he  dare  not 
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yet  tell  her  what  had  come  to  his  know- 
ledge. He  winced  at  the  thought  that 
after  years  of  close  companionship  she 
placed  more  trust  in  the  word  of  a 
stranger  than  in  that  of  her  father. 

Well,  he  supposed  it  was  natural,  and 
he  must  submit  like  other  parents.  The 
change  was  sure  to  come  sooner  or  later : 
the  stranger  steps  in,  and  father  and 
mother  must  stand  aside. 

She  saw  his  trouble,  and  did  what  was 
for  her  an  extraordinary  thing.  She 
put  aside  her  sewing,  and  placing  her 
arms  round  his  neck,  kissed  his  cheek. 

^^  Please  don't  worry  yourseK  about  me, 
papa.  You  will  find  everything  right  to- 
morrow.    Good  night — sound  sleep  !  " 

He  was  glad  she  went  away,  for  that 
embrace  had  almost  tempted  him  to  tell 
her  everything,   and  Hartington's  affairs 
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might  be  again  muddled  by  bis  indis- 
cretion in  trusting  her  whilst  Walpole 
was  still  hovering  about  the  place. 

But  he  was  greatly  relieved ;  she  was 
not  so  utterly  callous,  after  all,  as  she 
had  made  herseK  appear  to  be.  She 
was  only  taking  the  man's  part  because 
it  was  a  perverse  way  of  hers  always  to 
stand  up  for  anybody  who  was  being 
abused  by  others,  and  to  find  excuses 
for  every  sinner,  however  wicked  he  or 
she  might  be.  This  was  an  excellent 
characteristic  in  the  abstract ;  but  when 
it  came  to  be  practically  endorsed  by 
giving  herself  to  a  scoundrel  and  reject- 
ing an  honest  man  !  —  the  captain  con- 
sidered the  characteristic*  a  very  bad  one 
indeed.  She  would  soon  learn  what  the 
man  really  was,  however,  and  then  she 
would  turn  to  Hartington  again  with  all 
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the  more  devotion  because  she  had  so 
narrowly  escaped  doing  him  a  grievous 
wrong. 

UnfortunatelyMissFothergill's  thoughts 
were  not  running  in  the  same  groove  as 
her  father's.  She  certainly  was  con- 
scioas  of  much  mental  disturbance  when 
she  rose  next  morning  with  the  remem- 
brance that  Hartington  was  coming  and 
what  she  had  to  say  to  him.  But  she 
had  no  thought  of  not  saying  it,  or  of 
even  postponing  the  time  of  saying  it : 
she  had  made  up  her  mind,  and  the 
sooner  the  thing  was  done  the  better. 

Besides,  she  discovered  many  reasons 
why,  apart  from  Walpole,  life  with 
Hartington  would  be  unendurable — he 
was  too  passionate — too  unpractical — too 
full  of  ridiculous  sentiment.  There 
would  be  no  peace  or  rest  for  her  with 
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a  man  of  such  an  impetuous  nature,  and 
she  was  quite  positive  that  she  would 
make  him  miserable.  That  last  con- 
sideration assumed  exaggerated  import- 
ance in  her  eyes.  She  was  satisfied  that 
what  she  was  doing  was  a  noble  thing,  and 
more  for  his  good  even  than  her  own. 

And  so,  when    he  came  she  told  him 
quietly,  with  downcast  sorrowful  eyes,  but 
resolutely,  that  their  engagement  was  at 
an  end  :  she  could  not  make  him  happy,  > 
and  she  was  going  to  marry  another. 

*^  Why  have  you  done  this  ?  "  he  asked 
with  strange  calmness. 

**  Well,  you  were  not  here,"  she  said 
awkwardly,  "or  it  might  have  been 
different." 

"  It  may  be  different  yet." 

'^  Never ! "  And  that  was  firmly 
spoken. 

VOL.  III.  U 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

HIMSELF. 

I  DID  not  cnrse  her,  Jack.  Ah  no :  she 
was  still  so  beautiful  that  she  could  not 
be  cruel,  she  could  not  be  wrong  in  send- 
ing me  away.  I  was  dumb.  I  would 
have  been  glad  to  cry  as  I  had  done  long 
ago  in  baby  days  when  my  mother  sent 
me  to  bed  before  I  wanted  to  go.  Un- 
manly ?  .  .  .  Perhaps ;  but  the  man- 
hood is  somehow  frightened  out  of  a 
fellow  by  such  a  shock  as  that. 

And  presently    it   seemed   as    if   this 
beautiful  vision  before  me  was  not  my 
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Queen  Mab  at  all — only  her  picture  with- 
out the  soul. 

I  did  not,  and  never  will,  understand 
it.  Either  there  were  depths  in  her 
natur.e  which  I  was  incapable  of  sound- 
ing ;  or  it  was  so  shallow  that  everything 
lay  plain  on  the  surface  and  I  blundered 
by  straining  to  find  what  was  not  there. 
I  do  not  know  ;  but  the  woman  I  loved 
melted  away  into  the  clouds,  and  my 
breast  and  life  were  empty. 

What  did  I  do  ?  Nothing.  I  cannot 
tell  what  became  of  me  after  that  picture 
spoke  to  me  and  I  knew  that  She  was 
gone.  Maybe  it  was  yesterday;  maybe 
it  was  a  year  ago.  It  is  all  a  blank  to 
me — but  you  ought  to  know,  you  were 
with  me  everywhere.  Ay,  you  were 
faithful  when  everybody  turned  away 
from  me.      Or  did  I   turn   from   them? 
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Did  I  give  up  life  as  a  bad  joke,  and  drift, 
drift,  drift  to  this  ?     You  ought  to  know. 

Don't  be  a  fool.  Jack — what  are  you 
whining  at  ?  Dying  for  love  !  Tut,  man, 
tut,  there  is  no  such  thing.  Only  a  cold 
— congested  lungs  —  recklessness — mad- 
ness— and  here  the  end.  That's  what  it 
is,  and  she  is  well  rid  of  me.  What 
misery  we  have  both  escaped  !  I  am  glad 
of  that ;  and  she  will  be  glad.   .  .  . 

But  why  have  you  set  me  talking  of 
this  ?  She  has  been  always  faithful — 
faithful  as  yourself,  old  friend.  She 
walks  with  me  through  those  strange 
dark  places  in  which  my  life  passes.  I 
feel  the  touch  of  her  hand,  see  the  sad 
sweet  eyes  looking  so  lovingly  into  mine, 
and  hear  that  low  voice  saying  again  and 
again  :  ^^  I  love  you."  And  it  seems  as  if 
she  was   always   saying   it  for   the  first 
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time,  for  the  same  great  joy  trembles 
through  me  and  I  am  happy. — Ah,  Lord, 
how  happy ! 

...  I  wish  you  could  understand  it. 
Jack.  You  look  as  if  you  pitied  me, 
thinking  me  miserable.  Me,  miserable ! 
There  is  not  a  man  in  all  the  world  so 
blessed.  You  have  not  my  eyes,  poor 
fellow,  or  you  would  see  her  and  be  happy 
too.  I  wish  you  could  know  how  beauti- 
ful she  is — in  soul,  mind  you,  as  well  as^ 
in  form ;  and  how  tenderly  she  is  watch- 
ing me  now.  There  again — ^^I  love 
you,"  she  is  saying. 

What   is   the   matter  with  the  light? 
.  .  .  Ah,  the  candle  has  burnt  out. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

HIS    STORY. 

A  SHORT,  narrow,  dirty-looking  street  of 
two-story  houses  lying  just  within  the 
four-mile  radius  of  Charing  Cross.  Chil- 
dren with  mud-besmeared  faces  and 
tattered  clothes  romping  in  the  oc- 
casional glimpses  of  sunshine  much 
more  merrily  than  they  could  have  done 
if  they  had  been  decked  in  fine  array. 
Mongrel  dogs  prowled  about  in  search 
of  bones  or  to  chat  with  their  cronies ; 
and  cats  stealthily  crossed  the  road  at 
intervals,  avoiding  the  boisterous  groups 
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of  children  and  the  dogs.  Few  vehicles 
except  coal  carts  and  bakers'  barrows 
entered  this  street,  for  one  end  of  it  was 
blocked  by  a  black  paling,  behind  which 
was  a  prosperous  market-garden. 

Suddenly  into  this  happy  playground 
dashed  a  hansom  at  high  speed.  Chil- 
dren, dogs,  and  cats  scampered  to  either 
side  of  the  way,  and  then  stood  staring 
in  amazement  at  this  spectacle,  which, 
although  not  unusual  in  itself,  was  very 
unusual  in  that  particular  street. 

The  cab  was  stopped  at  the  door  of  one 
of  the  dingiest-looking  houses  in  the  row. 
Captain  Fothergill  jumped  out.  He  was 
much  excited  and  in  a  great  hurry,  but 
he  noticed  the  dirt,  and  the  shabby 
woollen  curtains  drawn  close  over  the 
lower  window,  as  if  to  hide  the  poverty 
within. 
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^'  Good  heavens — can  it  be  here  !  "  he 
exclaimed  to  himself  as  he  knocked. 

A  tall,  pale-faced  woman  opened  the 
door.  Her  expression  was  one  of  mingled 
defiance  and  timidity,  for  the  knock  had 
been  so  lond  that  she  concluded  the 
visitor  must  have  come  for  the  rent  she 
was  not  prepared  to  pay.  Tax  and  rent 
collectors  appear  to  find  some  special  fun 
in  frightening  poor  folk  with  their  deafen- 
ing knocks.  She  was  reassured  by  the 
appearance  of  the  gentleman  and  his 
inquiry — 

*'Are  you  Mrs.  Griggs?  —  Does  Mr. 
Hartington  lodge  here  ?  " 

'*  Yes,  sir,  that's  my  name,  and  the 
poor  gentleman  is  in  a  bad  way,  sir — been 
in  a  very  bad  way  for  more'n  six  months. 
And  you  are  the  gentleman  as  I  took  the 
liberty  of  sending  a  line  to  ?  Hope  you'll 
kindly  pardon  me,  sir." 
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''  I  only  wish  yoii  had  done  it  sooner. 
Where  is  he  ?  " 

He  was  impatient,  but  Mrs.  Griggs  was 
to  have  her  say  out. 

**  Thank  you  kindly,  sir,  but  there 
wasn't  no  chance,  and  I  didn't  like  to 
meddle  till  I  saw  him  and  that  poor  dog 
of  his  getting  like  skeletons  and  no  rent 
coming  in.  So  I  thought  it  a  Christian 
duty  to  find  out  some  of  his  friends  and 
tell  them — for  I  was  always  sure  as  he  was, 
a  gentleman.  And  when  he  was  out  on 
one  of  his  walks — Lor',  sir,  how  him  and 
his  dog  did  walk  ! — all  night  a-many  a 
time — I  found  the  letter  with  your 
name,  and  took  on  myself  to  tell  you 
as  how " 

''AH  right,  my  good  woman;  I  thank 
you,  and  you  shall  be  well  repaid  for  your 
kindness  to  my  friend.     Where  is  he  ?  " 
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^*  This  way,  sir." 

The  captain  was  bursting  with  im- 
patience and  anxiety  as  he  entered  the 
room.  The  close  curtains  made  a  twi- 
light in  the  place  although  it  was  noon 
and  the  sun  shining.  He  saw  Hartington 
lying  back  in  an  old,  worn  armchair,  with 
eyes  turned  towards  the  door  as  if  expect- 
ing him.  The  dog  Jack,  who  had  been 
lying  curled  up  at  his  master's  feet,  started 
with  a  sharp  growl  at  the  sudden  entrance 
of  the  captain.  The  latter  did  not  wait 
for  any  greeting  from  his  friend,  but  at 
once  proclaimed  his  glad  news. 

'^  The  case  is  decided,  Hartington,  the 
fortune  is  yours  !  Brownrigg  was  brought 
back  from  Australia  and  told  the  truth, 
which  the  rascal  Joe  Short  had  been 
bribed  by  that  scoundrel  Walpole  to  deny. 
They  were   not   in  your   uncle's   service 
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when  they  witnessed  the  will,  but  he  had 
sent  for  them  for  the  purpose  and  given 
each  a  substantial  gift  for  their  pains. 
As  soon  as  Brownrigg  appeared,  the  whole 
thing  was  easily  settled — and  I  congratu- 
late you." 

Hartington  did  not  move  or  speak. 

''  Are  you  not  glad,  man  ?  By  the 
Lord,  I  am  as  glad  as  if  the  fortune  had 
come  to  myself.  As  for  Walpole — damn 
him  ! — Jarvis  is  another  of  his  names — he  . 
has  managed  to  escape.  He  has  been 
Mrs.  Knowles's  evil  genius — it  was  he 
who  induced  her  to  dispute  the  will — it 
was  he  who  bribed  Short,  and  it  was  he 
w^ho  telegraphed  to  him  to  keep  out  of 
your  way  when  you  went  to  seek  him  at 
Carlisle.  He  came  to  my  house  for  the 
purpose  of  spying  into  our  actions  and 
taking   advantage  of  us.     But   we   shall 


300  LOVING   A  DREAM. 

hear  no  more  of  him — even  'Melia  is  satis- 
fied now  that  he  was  a  villain  and  she  a 
fool.  .  .  .  Why  don't  you  speak,  man  ? 
Have  I  spoken  too  suddenly  ?  Is  it  too 
much  for  you  ?  ' ' 

Hartington  did  not  move  or  answer; 
and  in  the  pause  which  ensued  the  dog 
plucked  at  his  master's  coat  and  whined. 

Captain  Fothergill  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder ;  then  suddenly  drew  open  the 
faded  curtains,  and  a  sunbeam  flashed 
across  the  white,  sad  face. 

''  My  God  !  he  is  dead." 

*  *  *  * 

And  so  the  dream  was  over.  The  for- 
tune had  come  too  late.  Had  it  come 
sooner,  would  the  dream  have  lasted 
longer  ?  Would  he  have  gone  on  through 
years  still  seeing  the  beautiful  vision  and 
endowing  it  with  all  the  warmth  of  his 
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own  passionate  nature  ?  Or  would  he 
have  wakened  to  curse  his  own  folly  and 
hers  ?    Who  knows  ? 

Miss  Fothergill  married  a  successful 
merchant.  She  is  regarded  as  a  model  of 
propriety,  a  model  wife  and  mother. 

Jack  has  found  in  the  captain  a  kind 
master  and  proves  himself  a  grateful  com- 
rade ;  but  he  still  at  times  looks  wistfully 
up  and  down  the  road  as  if  expecting 
some  one. 


THE    END. 
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The  Book  of  the  Sword:  Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  323.  [In  preparation^ 

Bunyan's   Pilgrim's  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  «>  With  17 
Steel  Plates  by  Stothard,  engraved 
by  GooDALL,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 
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Byron  (Lord) : 

Byron's  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve 
full-page  Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Cameron    (Commander)    and 

Captain  Burton.— To  the  Gold  Coast 
for  Gold:  A  Personal  Narrative.  By 
Richard  F.  Burton  and  Vernky 
LovETT  Cameron.  With  Frontispiece 
and  Maps.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  21s. 

Cameron    (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 

Juliet's  Guardian.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Deceivers  Ever  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. :  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

Campbell.— White  and  Black: 

Travels  in  the  United  States.  By  Sir 
George  Campbell,  M.P.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  14s. 

Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

Thomas  Carlyle:  Letters  and  Re- 
collections. By  MoNcuRE  D.  Con- 
way, M.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Illustrations,  6s. 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Century  (A)  of  Dishonour:  A 

Sketch  of  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment's Dealings  with  some  of  the 
Indian  Tribes.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Chapman's   (George)  Works : 

Vol.  L  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  I83. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 


Chattel  Jackson.— A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Largs 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children :  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Witfe 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R, 
Haweis.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,2s.6d. 

Cobban.— The  Cure  of  Souls.: 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobbak. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A   Story.     By  C.  Allstoh 
Collins.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards. 


Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 

Frances.    Post  Svo,  illust,  bds,,  28. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  Post  Svc^ 
illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  crown  Svp, 
cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

The  Village  Comedy.  Post  Svo,  illust 
boards,  23. ;  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d, 

You  Play  Me  False.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  28.;  cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  38. 6d. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. ;  crown  gvo,  clothi 
extra,  3s.  ed. 

Transmigration.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  Pos>t 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 

Colman's    Humorous  Works; 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Coi*. 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  BuosTONf  p 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  CroWiB 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  Sd. 
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Collins     (Wilkie),    Novels    by. 

Each  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6cl. ;  or  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  3s.  6d. 

Antonina.    Illust.  by  A.  Concanen. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

Queen  of  Hearts  Illustrated  by  Sir 
JtoHN  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  Illustrations 
by  A.  Concanen,  and  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  IVIoonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor    Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.?    With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.     Illustrated  by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Rands. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 
Present  Time.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
33.  Gd, 


Convalescent      Cookery :      A 

Family    Handbook.     By    Catherine 
Ryan.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 
by: 
Demonology  and   Devil-Lore.    Two 

Vols.,  royal  Svo,  with  65  Illusts.,  28s. 

A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  V/.  J  Hennessy.  Square  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

The  Wandering  Jew.  Crown  Svo, 
clotb  extra,  6s. 

Thomas  Carlyie:  Letters  and  Re- 
collections. With  Illustrations, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 


Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Hours  with  the  Players.  Wit4i  a 
Steel  Plate  Frontispiece.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.,  or.  Svo,  cloth  extra.Ss. 

Nights  at  the  Play:  A  View  of  the 
English  Stage.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Copyright.  —  A    Handbook  of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister -at- Law.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or.  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crowa  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Creasy. — Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians  :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  "  The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World." 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13 
Portraits,  73.  6d. 

Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanch  ARD  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  A  choicely-printed 
Edition,  with  37  Woodcuts  and  Two 
Steel  Plates,  by  George  Cruik- 
shank. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
100  Large  Paper  copies,  carefully 
printed  on  hand-made  paper,  with 
India  proofs  of  the  Illustrations, 
price  36s. 
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Cumming.— In  the    Hebrides. 

Bv  C.  F.  Gordon  Gumming,  Author 
of  •'  At  Home  in  Fiji."  With  Auto- 
type Facsimile  and  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d. 

Cus«ans.— Handbook   of  Her- 

aldry;  with  instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Gussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Fdition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Goloured  Plates.  Grown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts   of   Gold:     A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Grown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6(1. 

Daniel.  —  Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
SHANK.  Grown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet.— Port  Salvation  ;   or, 

The  Evangelist.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  G.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Grown  Bvo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

Davenant.  —  What    shall    my 

Son  be  ?  Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I, 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  123, 


De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre, 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

De  Mille A  Castle  in  Spain. 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille,  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Grown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Cup  Lady  of  Tears,  Cr.  Bvo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Circe's  Lovers.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.  [hi  preparation. 


Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.   I  Nicholas  Nickleby. 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

(Mayfair  Library.)     Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  23.  6d. 


The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd.   Grown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6S. 


About    England    with    Dickens.     By 

Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewkr,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  73.  6d.     [Preparing. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Familiar  Allusions:  A  Ftendbook 
of  Miscellaneous  Information ;  in- 
cluding the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintinj^s,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  Wm.  A;  Wk-eeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Ailu- 
eions,  References,  Plots,  and 
stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Third  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English  Bib- 
liography. Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men,  With 

Historica-1   and    Explanatory  Notes. 

By  Samuel  A.    Bent,   M.A.     Demy 

8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s   6d. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 

Historical,  and  Anecdotal.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases :  A  Dic- 
tionary ot  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  half-bound, 
12s.  6d. 
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Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
23.  6d. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Dopan.  —  Memories     of     our 

Great  Towns ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
e«tra,  73.  6d. 

Eirama,  A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.    Crown 

6vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette  Por- 
traits, 6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham. 
Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  the  doubt- 
ful ones;  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  an  Intro- 
ductory Essay  by  Algernon  Chas. 
Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  the  Transla- 
tions of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MarJowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham,   One  Vol. 

Wlasslnger's  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.     One  Vol. 

Eifyer.  —  The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.    By  T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer, 

M.A.     Crown    Svo,    cloth    extra,    6s. 

[In  preparation. 

Edwards,  Betham-.  —  Felicia: 

A  Novel.  By  M.  Betham -Edwards. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ; 
orown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Edwardes(Mrs. A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds., 
2s. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  estra^  3s.  64. 


Early  English   Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Herbert  (Lord)  of  Cherbury's  Poems. 
Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  Svo, 
parchment,  8s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  ANovel.  By 

Edward  Eggleston.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. ;  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History,Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Englishman's  House,  The:  A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House,  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Third  Edition. 
With  nearly  600  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Ewald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by : 
Stories    from    the    State    Papers 

With  an  Autotype  Factjimile.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Eyes,  The. — How  to   Use   our 

Eyes,  and  How  to  Preserve  Them.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  With 
37  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth, 
Is.  6d. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco:  Its  His- 
tory and  Associations ;  with  an  Ac- 
count of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu- 
facture, and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F.  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  upwards  of  100  Illustra- 
tions by  the  Author.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 
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Familiar  Allusions:  A  Hand- 
book of  Miscellaneous  Information: 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the 
like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  of^"  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ; " 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle  : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous 
Illustrations,  4s.  61. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other: 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous 
Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

FIn-Bec.  —  The    Cupboard 

Papers :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Beg.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man  ; 
or.  Does  Writing  Pay  ?  With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve  Brooke  Street. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plete  Poems:  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds,,  7s.  6d.  each. 


Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  byr 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  eacb^ 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  28.  each. 

Olympla. 

Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One. 

Esther's  Glove.  Fcap.  Svo,  pictarc 
cover,  Is. 

Frere.— Pandurang    Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle-Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  po?]^ 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebritie*. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The    Old    Showmen    and    the  OI<fl 
London  Fairs. 

Fry. — Royal  Guide  to  the  Lon- 
don Charities,  1883-4.  By  Herbert 
Fry.  Showing,  in  alphabetical  order, 
their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Ad- 
dress, Objects,  Annual  Income,  Chief 
Officials,  &c.  Published  Annually, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower,Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny.  Post  ovo,  cloth 
limp,  23.  6d. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden.  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  ToM  Jerrold,  Author  of  "The 
Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent,"  &c. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jake 
Jerrold.  Illustrated.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  Svo,  illus° 
trated  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d, 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The) 

for  1884.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  A 
New  Serial  Story,  entitled  "  Philistla," 
By  Cecil  Power,  will  be  begun  in  the 

iANUARY  Number.  "  Science  Notes," 
y  W.  Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S., 
will  also  be  continued  monthly. 
*:^*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  ]vi.y  te 
December,  1883,  cloth  extra,  price 
83.  6d. ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's      Annual     (The). 

Christmas,  1883.  Containing  Two 
Complete  Novels  by  Percy  Fitji- 
GERALD  and  Mrs.  Alexander.  Deii)!7 
Svo,  illuminated  cover,  is. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Garrett.— The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  crown  8vo, 
clotk  extra,  3s.  66.. 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Each  in  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.; 
or  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Robin  Gray. 

Fop  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the  World  Say? 

In  Honour  Bound. 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

In  Pastures  Green. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree, 

Fancy-Free.     Three    Vols.,    crown 
8vo,  31s.  6d.  [/u  the  press. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by :  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each.  First  Series 
contains  The  Wicked  World — Pygma- 
lion and  Galatea  —  Charity  —  The 
Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial 
b}[  Jury.  The  Second  Series  con- 
tains Broken  Hearts  —  Engaged  — 
Sweethearts — Gretclien — Dan'J  Druce 
—Tom  Cobb— H.M.S.  Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Glenny. — A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
'  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Godwin.— Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Golden   Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  0.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  0.)  Songs  for 
Sailors. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.  With  an  Introduction 
by  G.  A.  Sala. 

Holmes's  ?  ofessor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.   All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of  the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  MoNT- 
gomerie  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provinoial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,byT.  M'Crie.D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's_Early  Poems,  and  Queen 
Mab.    With  Essay  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems:  Laon  and 
Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems,  the 
Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's  Prose  Works,  including  A 
Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi,  St. 
Irvyne,  &c. 

White's  Natural  History  of  Sel- 
borne.  Edited,  with  Additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 
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Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The :  An  Encyclopedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Ct)untries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  73.  6d. 

Gordon     Gumming. —  In     the 

Hebrides.  By  C.  F.  Gordon  Gumming, 
Author  of  "  At  Home  in  Fiji."  With 
Autotype  Facsimile  and  numerous 
full-page  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  88.  6d. 

Graham.  —   The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KoNER.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  HuEFFER.  With  545  Illustrations. 
New  and  '^heaper  Edition,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

The  Wilds  of  London.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Low-Life  Deeps :    An  Account  of  the 

Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Dick  Temple:    A  Novel.     Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot.— The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray; 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6d. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNcus.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  eloth.  Is. 6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 
Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 

extra,  8s. 
New    Symbols.      Crown   8vo,    cloth 
'     extra,  6s. 
Legends  of  the  IVIorrow.   Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Serpent  Play.   Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  6s. 


Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 

ractep.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s,  6d. 

Halllday.— Every-day   Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  loo  Facsimiles  and  Ex,- 
planatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  timp, 
2s.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:   A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady   DufTus).  — Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "  Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 
23. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.), Works  by: 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  Svo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts,  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.).— American 

Humorists.  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward.Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Rev,  H,  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Mawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each; 
ipost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Garth. 

Elllce  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Stroma. 

Mrs.     Gainsborough's      Diamonds. 

Fcap.  8vo,    illustrated    cover,   18. ; 

cloth  extra,  23.  6d. 
Prince   Saroni's  Wife.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Dust:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3s.  6d. 
Fortune's  Fool.    Three  Vols.,  crswn 

8vo,  31s.  6d. 
Beatrix  Randolph.  Two  Vols.,  crown 

8vo. [Shortly. 

[Heath    (F.    G.).  —  My    Garden 

Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  cloth  gilt,  and  gilt 
edges,  63.  ^____ 

IHelps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Animals  and  their  iVIasters.     Post 

Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 
Social  Pressure.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, 

2s.  6d. 
Ivan  de  BIron:  A  Novel.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  33.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
*    trated  boards,  23. 

Meptalogia    (Vhe) ;      or,     The 

Seven  against  Sense.  A  Cap  with 
Seven  Bells.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
an  Introductioni  by  J.  Churton 
Collins.  Crown  Svo,  bound  in  parch- 
ment,  8s. 

Merrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
boards,  IBs. 

Hesse  -  Wartegg        (Chevalier 

Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West :  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexcio. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  3 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Ma.  [/» preparation. 


Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Holmes(OliverWendelI),Work8 

by: 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, 
23.  6d. ;  another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 
Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
TON  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6a. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  NoveL  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 

morous  Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Home.— Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 
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Howell.— Conflicts  of  Capital 

and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco- 
nomically considered :  Being  a  His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
of  Great  Britain,  showing  their  Origin, 
Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in 
their  Political,  Social,  Economical, 
a-ad  Industrial  Aspects.  By  George 
Howell.    Or.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Hugo.  —  The  Hunchback  of 
Notre  Dame.  By  Victor  Hugo. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hunt.— Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by  : 

Thornlcpoft's  Model.  Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

SelfCondemned.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Ingelow. — Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perce- 
val Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Irving  (Henry). — The  Paradox 

of  Acting.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions, from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe 
sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Her- 
ries  Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by 
Henry  Irving.  Crown  8vo,  in  parch- 
ment, 43.  6d^ 

irving  (Washington),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
Tales  of  a  Traveller, 
Tales  of  the  Alhambra. 


James.— Confidence  :  A  Novel. 
By  Henry  James,  Jun.  Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Janvier. — Practical    Keramics 

for    Students.       By    Catherine  A. 
Janvier.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.  Each 

crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  or  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferles. — Nature  near  Lon- 
don. By  Richard  Jefferies,  Author 
of  "The  Gamekeeper  at  Home.'* 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  63. 


Jennings   (H.  J.).— Curiosities 

of  Criticism.    ByHENR 
Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  28. 


of  Criticism.    By  Henry  J,  Jennings. 
"    '° ~J.6d. 


Jennings      (Hargrave).  —  The 

Roslcrucians:  Their  Rites  and  Mys- 
teries. With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient 
Fire  and  Serpent  Worshippers.  By 
Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illus- 
trations. A  New  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  Bvo,  illus- 
trated cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Janb 
Jerrold.  Illustrated.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  ToM  Jerrold.  Post  Bvo,  cloth 
limp,  23.  6d. 

Jesse.— Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  2s» 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by  : 

Finger-Ring  Lore :  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
200  Illustrations.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece.  CrowD 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  61. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries. With  One  Hundred  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works.    With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  aud 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
GiFFORD.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWork8 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrationt 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  143. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Kavanagh.— The   Pearl   Foun- 
tain, and    other   Fairy  Stories.     By 
-  -  --'ith 


Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh.    Wi 
Thirty  Illustrations  by  J.  "' 
Small  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 


Kempt. — Pencil    and    Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

KIngsley   (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Each  crown  8vo,  cloth   extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
or  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

Number  Seventeen. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Mary  and  Charles  Lamb:  Their 
Poems,  Letters,  and  Remains.  With 
Reminiscences  and  Notes  by  W. 
Carew  Hazlitt.  With  Hancock's 
Portrait  of  the  Essayist,  Facsimiles 
of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First 
Editions  of  Lamb's  and  Coleridge's 
Works,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Complete  Edi- 
tion.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
and  Edited  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lares  and    Penates ;    or,  The 

Background  of   Life.    By  Florence 
Caddy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c.: 

The   Thousand    and    One    Nights: 

commonly  called,  in  England,  "  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane- Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 


Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c. 

Arabian  Society  In  the  Middle  Agea: 
Studies  from  "  The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  "The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by : 

The   Story   of    the    London   Parks. 

With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  Ss.  6d. 
Clerical  Anecdotes.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 
Forensic  Anecdotes     Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by: 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 

2s.  6d. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Collected  and  Edited 

by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 


Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 

of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cbuik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extraj 
7s.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by  : 

Witch  Stories.    Post  8vo,  doth  limp. 

2s.  6d. 
The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Patricia  Kembail. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"  My  Love  !  " 


lone.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  31s.  6d. 

Locks  and  Keys.— On  the  De- 
velopment and  Distribution  of  Primi- 
tive Locks  and  Keys.  By  Lieut.-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers,  F.R.S.  With  nnmerous 
Illustrations.  Demy  4to,  bal<f  RoZ" 
burghe,  16s. 
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Longfellow  : 
Longfellow^  Complete  Prose  Works. 

Inelading  ""  Outre  Mer."  "  Hyper- 
ion," "  Kavanagh,"  "  Tne  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe,"  and  "  Driftwood." 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  estra,  7s.  6d. 
Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus- 
trations on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Lucy. — Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 
By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Lusiad     (The)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  Svo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

IVIcCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Work8 

by: 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 

the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 

the  General  Election  of  1880.    Four 

Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth    extra,  123. 

each, — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 

Four  Vols,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

6s.  each. 
A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 

One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

6s. 
History  of  the  Four  Georges.    Four 

Vols,    demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 

each.  [In  preparation. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet   of  a  Season.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Maid  of  Athens.      With  12  lUustra- 
,^  tions  by  F.  Barnard.  3  vols., crown 
'^  Svo,  31s.  6d. 

tVlcCarthy  (Justin  H.),  Works 
by: 

Serapion,  and  other  Poems.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

An  Outlineof  the  History  of  Ireland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


MacDonald  (Georgey  LL.D.), 
Works  by : 

The  Princess  and  Curdle.  With  u 
Illustrations  by  James  Allen.  Small 
crownS  vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Guttapercha  Willie,  the  Working 
Genius,  With  9  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hughes.  Square  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s,  6d. 

Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  J,  E.  MiLLAis.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  C.  J.  Staniland. 
Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illusirated  boards,  2s. 


Macdonell.— Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  B>  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloch  extra.  3s.  6d.;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  v 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  ana  Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Centurv.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  *s  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid.  Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt, 
10s.  6d. 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid.  Square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 
Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

About  Yorkshire  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  Engraved 
by  Swain.  Square  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
lOs.  6d.  «> 

The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Mackay.— Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones: or.  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Magician's  Own   Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls. 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W,  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic  No  Mystery :  Tricks  with 

Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c.,  with  fully 
descriptive  Directions;  the  Art  of 
Secret  Writing  ;  Training  of  Perform- 
ing Animals,  &c.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  6s. 

Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or,  Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  bound  in  parch- 
ment, 8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living  ?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  or, 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
Written  In  Fire. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Alp. 


Mark  Twain,  Works   ay:    ^ 

The  Choice  Works  of  M  irk  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
With  loo  Illustrations.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Idle  Excurslon.and other  Sketches. 
Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown 8vo, 
cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad ;  or.  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Frogress  :  Being  some  Ac- 
count of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker 
City's "  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of  "  Mark  Twain's  Pleasdre 
Trip  "),  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  With  314  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s,  6d. 

The  stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Il'lustrations,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Massinger's  Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  33  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d,  per  Volume 
A  Journey  Round    My   Room.      By 

Xavier    de    Maistre.      Translated 

by  Henry  Attwell. 
Latter-Day   Lyrics.      Edited  by  W. 

Davenport  Adams. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.     Selected  by 

W.  Davenport  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 

from  1800  to  1870.     Edited,  with  an 

Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 
Balzac's   "Comedie  Humalne"  and 

its  Author.      With  Translations  by 

H.  H.  Walker. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 

Abridgment  of    "  Burton's  Anatomy 

of  Melancholy." 
Gastronomy    as   a    Fine    Art.      By 

Brillat-Savarin. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Foiliee, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties.   Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  FiN-BEn. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygraalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing:  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dari'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  thelp  IVIasters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  Arthur 
Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays :  Passages  from  the 
Lettersof  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
and  Edited  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Clerical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 

Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 

Law.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.      By   Jacob 

Larwood. 
Carols  of  Cockayne.    By  Henry  S. 

Leigh. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S. 

Leigh. 
True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     By  Robert 

Macgregor. 
The    New    Paul    and  Virginia.     By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mal- 
lock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmondb- 

ley-Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     Bv  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.   Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 


Mayfair  Library,  continued— 
Muses   of   Mayfair.     Edited  by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau :    His  Life  and  Aims.     By 

H.  a.  Page. 
Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  the  Hon.  Hugh 

Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca, 
By  Stream  and  Sea-     By  William 

Senior. 
Old    Stories    Retold.      By  Waltfjr 

Thornbury. 
Leaves  from   a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.     By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N,  E.  Davies, 
Licentiate  of  the  Royal  College  o£ 
Physicians  of  London.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6(1. 

Merry  Circle  (The)  :  A  Book  of 
New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse- 
ments. By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Mlddlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Touch  and  Go.  Crown  8vo,  clotb 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  23. 

Mr.  Dorilllon.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  * 

Miller. —  Physiology    for    the 

Young:  or.  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
use  in  Classes  and  Popular  Reading.. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  By  Mrs., 
F.  Fenwick  Miller.  Small  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d^ 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise 
Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c.  Small  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth  extra.  Is.  6d. 

The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
Small  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth  extra.  Is.  6d. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relatioa 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin,  Small  Svoj. 
Is. ;  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 

Moncrieff.— The  Abdication^; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W,  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R.A.,  Colin  Hunter» 
R.  Macbeth,  and  T^om  Graham.  Large 
4to,  bound  in  buckram,  21a. 
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Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
A  Model  Father*. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1.  each. 
Joseph's  Coat.   With  Illustrations  by 

F.  Barnard. 
Coals  of  Fire.    With  Illustrations  by 

Arthur  Hopkins  and  others. 
Val  Strange :  A  Story  of  the  Primrose 

V/ay. 
Hearts. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.     Illustrated 

by  William  Small. 


The  Way  of  the  World.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  31s.  6d.  [Shortly. 


CMorth  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 
CoMYNS  Carr.  Illust.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,7s.  6a. 

Number  Nip  (Stories  about), 

the  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains. 
Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.  With  Illustrations  by  J. 
MoYR  Smith.  Post  Bvo,  cloth  extra',  5s. 

Nursery     Hints:    A    Mother's 

Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N. 
E.  Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6(1. 

Ollphant.  —  Whiteladies  :    A 

Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur 
Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods.  Crown 
gvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Reilly. — Phoebe's   Fortunes  : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 

by: 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  Gd. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  10s.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels   by.   Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 
Held  in  Bondage. 
Strath  more. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castlemalne's  Gage. 
Cdalia. 


Ouida's  Novels,  continued— 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 
Pascarel. 
SIgna. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Piplstrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 


In    Maremma.      Crown   8vo,  cloth 

extra,  Ss. 
BimbI :  Stories  for  Children.    Square 

8  vo,  cloth  gilt,  cinnamon  edges,  7s.6d.; 

Popular  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  5s. 
Wanda:  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  5s. 
Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos.   Selected 

from  the  Works  of    Ouida  by    F. 

Sydney  Morris.    Small  crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
Frescoes :  Draviatic  Sketches.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  a  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll :  A  Novel. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  His  Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle  anci  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn     (James),     Novels    by. 

Each  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
or,  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 
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James  Payn's  Novels,  continued — 
Halves.  1  Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted 
By  Proxy 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A  Confidential  Agent 
Some  Private  Views. 
From  Exile. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance 
Cecil's  Tryst. 
The  ClyfTards  of  ClyfTe. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Humorous  Stories. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33,  6d.  each. 
AGrape  from  a  Thorn.    With  lUus- 

tratioHS  by  W.  Small. 
For  Cash  Only.     |     Kit:  A  Memory. 


The   Canon's  Ward. 

crown  8vo. 


Three    Vols., 
IShortly. 


Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works    by :    Post  8vo,  cloth    limp, 

2s.  6d.  each. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 
The  Muses  of    Mayfair.       Vers  de 

Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 

C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  numerous 

full-page  Illustrations  by  George  Du 

Maurier. 

Phelps.— Beyond    the    Gates. 

By  Elizabeth  Stuart  Phelps, 
Author  of  "  The  Gates  Ajar.''  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d  Published  by 
special  arrangement  with  the  Author, 
and  Copyright  in  England  and  its 
Dependencies. 


Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 
The  Cyclopaedia  of  Costume ;  or, 
A  Dictionary  of  Dress— Regal,  Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil,  and  Military— from 
the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the 
Reign  of  George  the  Third.  Includ- 
ing Notices  of  Contemporaneous 
Fashions  on  the  Continent,  and  a 
General  History  of  the  Costumes  of 
the  Principal  Countries  of  Europe. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  4to,  half  morocco, 
profusely  Illustrated  with  Coloured 
and  Plain  Plates  and  Woodcuts, 
£7  7s.  The  Vols,  may  also  be  had 
separately  (each  complete  in  itself) 
at  £3  133.  6d.  each  :  Vol.  I.  Thb 
Dictionary.  Vol.  II.  A  General 
History  of  Costume  in  Europe. 
The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
73.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pipkis.— Trooping  with  Crows : 

A  Story.  By  Catherine  Pirkis.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Play-time  :  Sayings  and  Doings 
ofBabyland.  By  Edward  Stanford. 
Large  4to,  handsomely  printed  in 
Colours,  53. ' 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  wttti  Portraits,  lOs.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  Witb 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.  Com- 
plete  in  One  Volume.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Valentina:  A  Sketch.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  Hal  Ludlow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

The  Foreigners.  Three  Vols.,  crowu 
8vo,  31s.  6d. 
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Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by ; 

flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illus- 
trations. SmaH  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  6d. 

easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth :  A 
Series  of  Familiar  Essays  on  Scien- 
tific Subjects.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,6s. 

Our  Place  among  Infinities:  A  Series 
of  Essays  contrasting  our  Little 
Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the 
Infinities  Around  us.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Expanse  of  Heaven :  A  Series 
of  Essays  on  the  Wonders  of  the 
Firmament.    Cr,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Saturn  and  Its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid:  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

■Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

Pyrotechnist's  Treasury  (The); 

or.  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d. 

Rabelais'     Works.       Faithfully 

Translated^  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustave 
Dor6.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rambosson.— Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 
of  the  Institute  of  France.  Trans- 
lated by  C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  a  beautifully  executed  Chart  of 
Spectra,  7s.  6d. 

Reader's   Handbook  (The)  of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Third  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
■with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
vCrown  Svo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra, 
is.  6d. 


Reade  (Charles,  D.C.L.),  Novels 

by.  Each  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  23.;  or  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra.  Illustrated,  3s.  6d. 

Peg  Wofflngton.    Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

FiLDES,  A.  R.A. 
Christie  Johnstone.     Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

(t  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  U* 
lustrated  by  G.  J.  Pin  well. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
pun  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Hblem 
Patekson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief ;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illustrated 
by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and 
Charles  Keenb. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illustrated  by  F.  W. 
Lawson. 

Grifflth  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
FiLDES,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul  Play.  Illustrated  by  George 
Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W. 
Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated 
by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes, 
A.R.A, ,  Charles  Green,  and  Henry 
Woods.  A.R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Katb 
Crauford. 

A  Woman-Hater.  Illustrated  by 
Thos.  Couldery. 

Readiana.  With  a  Steel  Plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


A  New  Collection  of  Stories.  In 
Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  [Preparing. 

Richardson.  —  A    Ministry   of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Rlddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Her  Mother's  Darling.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party, 

and  other  Stories.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  M.  Ellen  Edwards.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
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Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Our  Old  Country  Towns  By  Alfred 
Rimmer.  With  over  50  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  10s.  6d. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 
By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  50  Illus- 
trations by  the  Author.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  10s.  6(1. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With 
58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 
and  C.  A. Vanderhoof.  Square  8vo, 
ctoth  gilt,  lOs.  6(1. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Women   are   Strange.     Crowa  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

The  Poets'  Birds.    Crown  8 vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Poets'  Beasts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  78.  6d.  [/«  preparation. 

Robinson  Crusoe:  A  beautiful 

reproduction  of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  bv 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printea. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  100 
-d  Large-Paper  copies,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper,  with  India  proofs  of  the 
Illustrations,  price  36s. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The  ;  or, 

A  List  of  tho  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.  Handsomely  printed, 
price  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 


Russell    (Clark).— Round    the 

Galley-Fire.  By  W.  Clark  Russell, 
Author  of  "The  Wreck  of  the 
Gresvenor"    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.     Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1B47).  Edited 
by  Henry  Sanson.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Saunders   (John),    Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  or 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 
Medium  of  Interchange  and  Gossip 
for  Students  and  Lovers  of  Nature. 
Edited  by  J.  E.  Taylor,  Ph.D.,  F.L.S., 
F.G.S.  Monthly,  price  4d:  Annual 
Subscription  5s.  (including  Postage). 
Vols.  I.  to  XIV.  may  be  had 
at  7s.  6d.  each ;  and  Vols.  XV.  to 
XIX.  (1883),  at  53.  each.  Among  the 
subjects  included  in  its  pages  will  be 
found :  Aquaria,  Bees,  Beetles,  Birds, 
Butterflies,  Ferns,  Fish,  Flies,  Fossils, 
Fungi,  Geology,  Lichens,  Microscopes, 
Mosses,  Moths,  Reptiles,  Seaweeds, 
Spiders,  Telescopes,  Wild  Flowers, 
Worms,  &c. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illus- 
trated, 4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations; with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "White 
Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer.  300 
Engravings. 

The  Pyrotechnist's  Treasury;  or. 
Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  ol 
Graceful  Arts,Games, Tricks,  Puzzles, 
and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew, 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements 
By  Clara  Bellew.  With  many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats. 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cr«- 
mer.    200  Illustrations. 
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The  "  Secret  Out"  Series,  continued — 
Magic  No  Mystery:  Tricks  with 
Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c.,  with  fully 
descriptive  Directions;  the  Art  of 
Secret  Writing;  Training  of  Per- 
forming Animals,  &c.  With  Co- 
loured Frontispiece  and  many  lUus- 
trations. 

Senior  (William),  Works  by  : 

Travel  and  Trout  In  the  Antipodes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. IShortly, 

Shakespeare : 
The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623.— A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process— ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

The Lansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  ©f  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  MoYR  Smith.  Crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake- 
speare, the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburgbe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  83. 

Shelley's  Complete  Works,  in 

Four  Vols.,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  8s. ; 
or  separately,  23.  each.  Vol.  I.  con- 
tains his  Early  Poems,  Queen  Mab, 
&c.,  with  an  Introduction  by  Leigh 
Hunt;  Vol.  II.,  his  Later  Poems, 
Laon  and  Cythna,  &c. ;  Vol.  III., 
Posthumous  Poems, the  Shelley  Papers, 
&c.  ;  Vol.  IV.,  his  Prose  Works,  in- 
cluding A  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zas- 
trozzi,  St.  Irvyne,  &c. 


Sheridan's  Complete  Works, 

with  Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including 
his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from 
the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page 
Tinted  Illustrations,  7s  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  includi  ng  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Essay  on  the  Poetry  of 
Sidney,  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
Svo,  cloth  boards,  183. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and     Remarkable     Characters,      By 

iACOB    Larwood  and  John   Camden 
loTTEN.      Crown    Svo,   cloth    extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (G.  R.).— How  the   Poor 

Live.  By  George  R.  Sims.  With  60 
Illustrations  by  Frederick  Barnard. 
Large  4to,  Is.  o 

Sketch  ley. — A   Match    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d, 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by : 

The  Prince  of  Argolis:  AStoryofthe 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  By  J.  Moyr 
Smith.  Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
130  Illustrations,  3s.  6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  Collected  and 
Illustrated  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Il- 
lustrated, 6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch: 
A  Northern  Oddity.  By  Evan  Dal- 
DORNE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Moyr 
Smith.    Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

South-West,  The  New  :  Travel- 

ling  Sketches  from  Kansas,  Ne^v 
Mexico.Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
By  Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  3  Maps. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  143.      [In  preparation. 
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Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 

ology:  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of 
the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils, 
and  the  Powers  possessed  by  Them. 
By  T.  Alfred  Spaldino,  LL.B. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Speight.  —  The   Mysteries    of 

Heron  Dyke.  By  T.  W.  Speight. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8,vo,  cloth  extra, 
33. 6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Spenser  for  Children.    By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Colo-ured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  63. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess ;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  A 
New  Edition,  small  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  53. 

Stedman.  —  Victorian    Poets : 

Critical  Essays.  By  Edmund  Clarence 
Stedman.     Crown  8vo,  extra,  93. 


Sterndale.— The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Stevenson  (R.Louis),  Worl<s  by : 

Famniar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
New    Arabian    Nights.       New    and 

Cheaper  Edit.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
The  Silverado  Squatters:  Sketches 

from  a  Californian  Mountain.     With 

Frontispiece.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra, 63. 

St.  John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

In  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated  by 
Wallis  Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 


St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
NARDiN  de  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern  ;  and  a  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  [Shortly. 


Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Pro- 
cessions, Pageants,  and  Pompous 
Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period 
to  the  Present  Time.  With  140  Illus- 
trations. Edited  by  William  Hone. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Suburban     Homes    (The)    of 

London:  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,  and 
House  Accommodation.  With  a  Map 
of  Suburban  London.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 
Works  by: 
The  Queen  Mother  and  Rosamond. 

Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 
Atalanta  In  Caiydon.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Chastelard.    A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo, 

7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  9s.    Also  in  crown  Svo, 

at  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  98.    Also  in  crown  Svo,  at 

same  price. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.    8vo, 

Is. 
William    Blake:     A    Critical    Essay. 

With  Facsimile  Paintings.       Demy 

Svo,  16s. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  Svo, 

10s.  6d. 
Bothwell:   A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo, 

12s.  6d. 
George  Chapman :  An  Essay.  Crown 

Svo,  7s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  8vo, 

6s. 
Essays  and  Studies,    Crown  Svo,  123. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo, 

63. 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 

the  Muscovite  Crusade.    Svo,  Is. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

Svo,  6s. 
A  study  of  Shakespeare.       Crown 

Svo,  8s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.     Crowa 

Svo,  6s. 
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A.  C.  Swinburne's  Works,  continued— 
Studies  in  Song.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
IVIapy  Stuart :   A  Tragedy.      Crown 

8vo,  8s. 
Tristram   of  Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  93. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  4to, 

cloth  extra,<8s. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
HoTTEN.  Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
78.  6d. 

Taine's    History    of    English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
in  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
15s. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)  Diversions 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s. 

Taylor's      (Tom)      Historical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown," 
"The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,  "  Plot  and 
Passion."  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
rately, at  Is.  each. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading-.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
78.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by. 

Each  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  or 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Cresslda. 

Proud  Malsle. 

The  Violin-Player. 

Thomson's  Season  s  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Thornbury    (Walter),    Works 

by: 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Faikholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fe-!ow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  in 
Colours,  facsimiled  from  Turner's 
Original  Drawings.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  73.  6d. 

Old  stories  Re-toid.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
In  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  CofiFee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.  With  namerous  Illus- 
trations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  With  nearly  50  lUusts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Torrens.   —   The     Marquess 

Wellesley,  Architect  of  Empire.  An 
Historic  Portrait.  By  W.  M.  Tor- 
rens, M.P.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s. 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

The  Way  We  Live  Now.  With  Illus- 
trations. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.    post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

The  American  Senator.  Cr.  Svo,  cl, 
extra,  Ss.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 

Kept  in  the  Dark.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  J.  E.  MiLLAis,  R.A.  Crowa 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d. 

Frau  Frohmann,  &c.  With  Frontis- 
piece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Marlon  Fay.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Land  -  Leaguers.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo,  31s.  6d. 

TroIlope(FrancesE.),Worksby: 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Mabel's  Progress. 
Anne  Furness. 
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TPollopeiT.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
Thomas  Adolphus  Trollope.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  hoards,  23. 


Tytlep  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 
What  She  Came  Through.     Crown 
^j   8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6cl. ;  post  Bvo, 

illustrated  boards,  23. 
The  BplcJe'8  Pass.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.   MacNab.    Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 


Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  Henry  Van  Laun. 
Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Villarj.  — A    Double    Bond:    A 

Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 


Walcott.—  Church  Work  and 

Life  In  English  Minsters;  and  the 
English  Student's  Monasticon.  By  the 
Rev.  Mackenzie  E.  C.  Walcott,  B.D. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Map  and  Ground-Plans,  143. 

Walfopd  (Ed w.,  IVI.A.),Works  by : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c.,  of  more  than  12,000  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-fourth  Annual  Edition, 
for  1884,  cloth,  full  gilt,  503.  [Shortly. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1883).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cl®th.  Is. 
Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1883). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
Short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is.    Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1883).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth.  Is.     Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1883).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  the  British  Parliament, 
their  Town  and  Country  Addresses,- 
&c.  32mo,  cloth.  Is.  Published 
annually. 


Edw.  Walford's  Works,  continued— 
The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet- 
age, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1883).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  32ino,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
6s.  Published  annually. 
Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Walton  andCotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illttstrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia;  or.  Life 
among  the  Ostrich  Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated, 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America,    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merrle  England  In  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illttstra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Ceuikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
TEGG.    With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Kingston.    With  a  Frontispiece, 
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The  Wanderer's  Library,  continued—' 

The   Stony   of   the   London    Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwosd.     With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.     Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 

Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family 
(1688  to  1847).  Edited  by  Henry 
Sanson. 

Summer   Cruising     In    the    South 

Seas.  By  Charles  Warren  Stod- 
dard.    Illust.  by  Wallis   Mackay. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  "  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Warrants,  &c.  :— 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  aud  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 

^  Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.   Price  23. 

Magna  Charta.  An  Exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 

of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  5s. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain ;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  of 
Marks.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 

Whistler  v.   Ruskin:     Art  and 

Art  Critics.  By  J.  A.  Macneill 
Whistler.  Seventh  Edition,  square 
8vo,  Is. 

White's    Natural    History    of 

Selborne.  Edited,  with  Additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 


Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  63. 

Williams  (W.  MattieuTF.R.A.S.X 

Works  by: 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  limp,  with    Illustrations^ 

23.  6d. _^ 

Wilson  (C.E.). — Persian  Wit  and 

Humour:  Being  the  Sixth  Book  of 
the  Baharistan  of  Jami,  Translated 
for  the  first  time  from  the  Original 
Persian  into  English  Prose  and  Vepse. 
With  Notes  by  C.  E.  Wilson,  M.R.A.S., 
Assistant  Librarian  Royal  Academy  of 
Arts.    Cr.  8vo,  parchment  binding,  4s. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by :  , 

Cavalry  Life.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d. 
Regimental  Legends.      Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Wood. — Sabina:  A  Novel.  By 
Lady  Wood.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  Svo,  half-bound, 
12s.  6d. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 

(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Bsoad- 
sides.  Window  Pictures,  &c.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt, 
F.S.A.  Large  post  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
73.  6d. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  23.  each. 
Castaway. 
The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 
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NOVELS  BY  THE  BEST  AUTHORS. 


NEW  NOVELS  at  every  Library. 


All  In  a  Garden  Fair.  By  Walter 
Besant.    Tbree  Vols. 

Annan  Water.  By  Robert  Buchanan. 
Three  Vols. 

Fancy-Free,  &c.  By  Charles  Gibbon. 
Three  Vols.  [Shortly. 

Fortune's  Fool.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne.   Three  Vols. 

Beatrix  Randolph.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne.   Two  Vols,  [^Shortly. 

lone.    E.  Lynn  Linton.    Three  Vols. 

The  Way  of  the  World.  By  D.  Chris- 
tie Murray.    Three  Vols.   [Shortly. 


The   Foreigners.      By  E.  C.  Price. 

Three  Vols. 
Maid  of  Athens.  BvJustinMcCarthy, 

M.P.    With  12  Illustrations  by  Fred. 

Barnard     Three  Vols. 
The  Canon's  Ward.    By  James  Payn. 

Three  Vols.  [Shortly. 

A    New    Collection    of    Stories    by 
Charles    Reade.      Three    Vols. 

[Shortly. 

The  Land-Leaguers.       By  Anthony 
Trollope.    Three  Vols. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  8vo,  cloth 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Cella's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN, 
A  CWId  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 


Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

BY   MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS, 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False, 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted   Hotel 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The   Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 


Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seel<. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs  P 

BY    BUTTON    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY    WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  In  Spain. 

BY  J.   LEITH   DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 

Piccadilly  Novels,  continued-^ 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Felicia.                  1    Kitty. 

Patricia  Kemball. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 

Archie  Lovell, 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Under  which  Lord  P 

Olympla.           |      Queen  Cophetua. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

One  by  One. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

PREFACED  BY  SIR  BARTLE 

"My  Love!" 

FRERE. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 

Pandurang  Harl. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy,  m.p. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter, 

Robin  Gray. 

Liniey  Rochford.    |    A  Fair  Saxon. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

In  Love  and  War. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

What  will  the  World  Say  P 

Donna  Quixote. 

For  the  King. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

BY  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

Queen  of  the  IVleadow. 

Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

BY  KATHARINE   S.  MACQUOID, 

Of  High  Degree. 

Lost  Rose.          1      The  Evil  Eye. 

f^         BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

Open  !  Sesame  !  |     Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 
Elllce  Quentln. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLE  MASS. 

Touch  and  Go. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRA  Y. 

Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 

Life's  Atonement.       Coals  of  Fire. 

Dust. 

Joseph's  Coat.             Val  Strange. 

BY  SIR  A.   HELPS, 

A  Model  Father.          Hearts. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thorn  icroft's    Model. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL 

Self  Condemned. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW, 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

Lost  SIP  Masslng- 

High  Spirits. 

BY   HENRY    JAMES,  Jun. 

berd. 

Under  One  Roof 

Confidence. 

Best  of  Husbands 

Carlyon's  Year. 

BY   HARRIETT  JAY. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

r-     Confidential 

The  Queen  of  Connaught 

Halves. 

Agent. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

Walter's  Word. 

From  Exile. 

What  He  Cost  Hep 

A    Grape  from   a 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 

Less    Black   than 

Thorn. 

Number  Seventeen. 

We're  Painted. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  Proxy. 

Kit :  A  Memory. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentino. 

BY  CHARLES  READS,  D.C.L. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash,         |       Peg  Wofflngton, 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Grifflth  Gaunt. 
The  Double  IVIarrlage. 
Love  IVIe  Little,  Love  iVIe  Long 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Plaee. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Help.   1  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.         j  Readlana. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SA  UNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
The  Two  Dreamers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY  T.   W.    SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Playep. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPB, 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Darl< 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPS, 
\.\We  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  T.  A.  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF  AND 
OTHERS. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF    POPULAR    NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

[WiLKiE  CoLLiNs's  NOVELS  and  Besant  and  Rice's  Novels  may  alpo  be  had  ifi 
cloth  limp  at  2s.  6d.    See,  too,  the  Piccadilly  Novels,  for  Library  Editions.'] 


BY  EDMOND  ABOUT, 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AWE. 
Carp  of  Carrlyon.  |     Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Gpantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vuicaa 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mp.  Lueraft. 


Bv  Besant  and  Rice,  couttnued — 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Cella's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.      |      Savage  Life. 

BY  BRET  HARTE, 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Campk 
FllpL 
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CnuAP  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surlsf  Tim. 

BY   MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
Yhe  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY   WILKIE   COLLINS. 
Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret, 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife, 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
-     sVliss  or  Mrs.? 

The  New  Magdaien. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady, 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted   Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe, 

BY  MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page, 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty. 
Frances. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  ^.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
.Our  Lady  of  Tears. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY   CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz. 
The  Pickwick  Papers. 
Oliver  Twist. 
Nicholas  Nickleby. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy, 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten, 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson, 
Polly, 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street, 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE, 
Filthy  Lucre, 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON, 
Olympia. 
Queen  Cophetua, 
One  by  One. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King, 
Queen  of  the  Meadow, 
In  Pastures  Green, 

BY   WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr,  Austin's  Guests, 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke. 

BY  yAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple, 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice, 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.     . 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 

BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
!van  de  Biron. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 
The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES,  Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"  My  Love ! " 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy,  m.p. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

BY  GEORGE   MACDONALD. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT.  * 
Open !  Sesame  ! 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       1      Mr.  Dorillfon> 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
A  Model  Father. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Library  Editions  of  Ouida's  Novels 
may  be  had  in  crown  8vo,  cloth  e:;:tra,  al 
5s.  each. 

Held  in  Bondage. 
St  rath  mo  re. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 
Cecil     Castle-  ' 

maine. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  FIdnders 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massing-    Gwendoline's  Har 


Pascarel. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City, 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moti'c. 

Pipistrell«. 

A    Village  Com- 
mune. 


berd. 

A     Perfect    Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 
I    ClyfPards  of  ClyfFe 
The  FamilyScape- 

grace. 
Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 
Best  of  Husbands 
Walter's  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Humorous  Stories 


vest. 
Like  Father,  Like 

Son. 
A    Marine    Resi- 
dence. 
Married    Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    Wooed,     but 

Won. 
£200  Reward. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued-^' 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPS. 

Valentina. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to   Mend. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Hard  Cash. 

The  American  Senator. 

Peg  Woffington. 
Christie  Johnstone. 

BY  MARK  T IV A  IN. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 

An  Idle  Excursion. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe. 

Foul  Play. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Sabina. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 

A  Simpleton. 

Castaway. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Forlorn  Hope. 

Readiana. 

Land  at  Last. 

BY  MRS.  RID  DELL. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

A  Levantine  Family. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SAL  A. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covers,  Is.  each. 

Gaslight  and  Dayli.^ht. 

Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Bret  Harte, 

One  Against  the  World. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Guy  Waterman. 

Julian  Hawthorne. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Kathleen   Mavourneen.    By  Author 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's," 

Lindsay's  Luck.     By  the  Author  of 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

"  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

Pretty    Polly    Pemberton.     By  the 

Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Trooping   with    Crows.      By    Mrs. 

PiRKIS, 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 

The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

Graham. 

A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 

Cresslda.            |     Proud  Maisle 

The  Garden  that    Paid  the  Rent. 

The  Violin-Player. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

J.  OGDEN  AND  CO.,  PRINTERS,   I72,   ST.  JOHN   STREET,  B.C. 
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